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the TRAGEDY 

O F H AM let 

PRINCEOF 

' Denmark* 




Enter Barnardo a>td Francilco, tn>« S entinels* 
who’s there? 

Tran. Nay anlwer mCj ftand and unfold your ielfc. 

Long live the King. 

•,Fran. Barnardo ? 

Bar. Hee. 

Fran. You come moft careftilly upon your houre. 

Bar. Tis now firopke twelve : get thee to bed Francifce* 
For this reliefe much thanksj’tis bitter cold. 

And I am ficke at heart. 

Have you h^djquiet guard ? 

Fr^«.NotaraDitfe,iftirring. ,• 

Well, goodnight i ■ ' 

HoratioAT\AMarcelluiy 

The rivails of my watch, bid them make hafte. . 

Enter Horatio and Afarceltm. 

Tran. I thinke I heare them. Stand ho ; who is there ? 
Afor<i. Friends to this ground. 

^ar. And Liegemen to the Dane.' 









The Tragedy o/^Hamlct 

/mjii. Give yo« good night. 

^4r.O farewell honeftfouldiers : who hath relieved you ? ■ 
Fra. Bernardo hath my place : give you good night. Exit Fran. 

Holla Barnardo. 

Bar. Say>what is Horatio there ? 

Hora. A peeccofhim. 

Bar. Welcome Horatio , welcome gopd Marcettfu. 

Hora. Whati ha’s this thing appear’d againeto night? 

Bar. I have leene nothing. 

Afar. Horatio fayes ’tis but a phantafie. 

And will not let beliefe take hold of him, 

Touening this dreaded fight twice leene of us j. 

Therefore I have entreated him along. 

With us to watch the minutes of this night. 

That ifagaine this apparition come, 

He may approve our eyes and fpeake to it* 

Hora. Tufli,tufli, ’twill not appeare. 

Bar. Sit downe a while. 

And let us once againe aflkile youreares 
That are lb fortified againft our llory. 

What we have two nights leene, ^ 

Hora, W ell, fit we doyvne. 

And let ns heare Barnardo Ipeake of this. 

Bar. Lafl night of all, 

W hen yond fame ftar that’s Weftward from thePoIe^ 

Had made his courfe t’illumine that part ofheaven 
W here now it burnes , Afarcellm and my felfc, 

The Bell then beating one. 

Enter GhoSt. 

Mar. Peace, breake thee off, looke whereit comes agaioe. 

Bar. In the fame figure, like the King that’s dead. 

Thou art a Scholar, fpeake to it Horatio. 

Hor. MoftIike,it horrowes me with feareand wonder. 

It would be Ipoke tOi 

Mar. Speake to it Horatio. ^ 

What art thou that uliirpft this time of night. 

Together with that faire and warlike forme. 

In which the Majefty of buried Denmark 

- c , Did 



Prince of Denmarkc. 

Did fotnetimes march ? by heaven I charge thee Ipeakc. 
It is offended. 

Bar. See it ftalkes away. 

Her. Stay, ^eake, Ipeake, I cJiarge thee Ipeakc. 

Exit Ghofi. 

’ Mar. ’Tis gone and will not anfwef . 

’ Bar. How now Horatio ? you tremble and looke pale ; 
Is not this Ibmething more than phantafie ? 

What thinke you of it ? 

Before my God I might not thil beleeve, 
Without the fenfible and true avouch 
Of mine owne eyes. 

Mar. Is it not like the King ? 

Hor, As thou art to thy felfe r 
Such was the very armour he had on, 

W hen he th’ ambitious Norway combated. 

So frown’d he once , when in an angry Parle 
He fmote the Headed Pollaxontheice. 



’Tis ftrange. 



Mar. Thus twice before, and jumpe at this fame houre* 
With martiallftalke bath he gone by our watch- 
Her a. In what particular thought to worke I know nor. 
But in the grofle and Icope of mine opinion. 

This bodes Ibme ftrange eruption to ourState. 

Good now fit downe,and tell me he that knowes*’ 
Why this lame ftrift and moft oblervantwatch. 

So nightly toiles the lubjeft of the land. 

And with fuch daily coft of brafen Cannon, 

^raine Mart for implements of warre ? 
Whyluchimprefleof ftiip-wrights, whole fore taske 
wif divide the Sunday from the weeke ? 

What might be toward, that this fweaty hafte 
^oth make the night joint labour with the day ? 

Who IS t that can infi^rme me ? 

-o«r;».ThatcanI: 

Our laft King, 

Wac f appear’d to us, 

} Fortinl^rajfeof Morwaj,- 




Thereto 
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The Tragedy of H^mht 

Thereto prick on by a raoft emulate pride> 

Dat’d to the combate j in which our valiant^7/4/»/<?f, 
(For fo this fide ofour knowne world cfteem’d him) 
Did flay this Fortifthrajfe , who by a feal’d compaft, 
W ell ratified by Law and Hera>ldry, 

Did forfeit ( with his life) all thefe his lands 
Which he flood feiz’d of , to the Conquerour ; 
Againfl the which a moity competent 
VVas gaged by our King, which had returns 
To the inheritance of Fortinhraff'ey 
Had he bin vanquiflit ; as by the fame co- mart* 

And carriage of the Articles defigne; 

His fell to Hamlet : now fir, young Fortinl>rajfei 
Of unimproved metal!, hot, and full. 

Hath in the skirts oi Norway here and there 
Shark up a lift of lawlefiercfbiutesi 
For food and diet to feme enterprife 
That hath a ftomacke in’t , which no other 
As it doth well appears unto our ftate. 

But to rjjcover of us by flrong haiid 
And tearmes compullatory, thole forefiid lands 
So by hi^ father loft : and this I take it 
Is themaine motive of our preparations. 

The fource of this our watch, and the chicfe head 
Of this pofte hafte, and romeage in the land. 

thinkeit be no other but even lb : 

Well may it fort that this portentous figure 
Comes armed through our watch lb like the King 
That was and is the queftion ofthde warres. 

Hora. A motfe itiis to trouble the mindes eye. 

In the moft high and palmy ftate of Rome, 

A little ere the mightieft Julius fell. 

The graves flood tenantlefle , and the fbeeted dead 
Did fqueake and gibber in the Roman ftreets. 

As ftarres with traines of fire,and devves ofblood, 
Difafters in the funne, and the moiff ftarre. 

Upon whole influence Nepmes Empire. Hands, ■ - 
Was ficke almoft to Doomelday with eclipfej 
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It fpreads 
hit armet. 



fprince of Denmarkc. 

And even the like precurfe of fierce events. 

As harbingers preceding ftill the fa tes 
And Prologue to the Omea comming on. 

Have heaven and earth together demonftrated 
Unto our Climatures and Countrimcn.' 

Enter Ghofi. 

But foft, behold / lo where it comes againe, 

Ikcrofle it though it blaft me : Stay illufion. 

If thou haft any found , or ufe of voice, 

Speake to me : if there be any good thing to be done, 

That may to thee doe eale , and grace to me, 

Speake to me. 

If thou art privie to thy Countries fate. 

Which happely foreknowing may avoid, 

Olpeake: 

Or if thou haft uphoorded in thy life 
Extorted treafurein the wombe of earth. 

For which they fay your Ipirits oft walke in death. The cache 

Speake of it, flay and Ipeake ; ftopit Marcetlm* crowes. 

Mar. Shall I ftrikeit with my partilan ? 

Kor. Doe it it will not ftand. . 

Arfr. 'Tishere. 

Hor.’Tishcre. 

I^ar'Xi^ gone. 

We doe it wrong .being fo MajefticalJ, 

To offer it the fhew of violence : 

For it is as the aire,invulnerable, ' , ' , ' 

And our vaineblovves malicious mockery. 

■^>“Jtwas about tolp;ake whenthccockecrew. 

And then it flatted, like a guilty thing 
Uponafearefullfummons:Ihaveheard, 
e cocke, that is the trumpet totbe morne, ' .'iT 

t ormfeaor fire,inearth oraire, ‘ ' f i *7 

iftpravagant and erring fpirithyes • : ' ' 

-ihisprefentobjeamadeprobation. -- 

Mar- 
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The 'Tragedy of 

Mar. It faded on the crowing of the cocke. 

Some fay that ever ’gainft that Icafon comes, 

W herein our Saviours birth is celebrated, 

Thisbird of dawning fingetb all night long. 

And then they fay no fpirit dares ftirre abroad, 

T he nights are wholfome ; then no Planets ftrike. 

No Fairy takes, no witch hath power to charme j 
So hallowed and lb gracious is that time. 

Her. So have I heard, and doe in part beleeve it : 
But looke,the morne in ruflct mantle clad 
Walkes ore the dew of yon high Eaftward hill ; 
Breake we our watch up , and by my advice 
Let us impart what we have leene to night 
Unto young Hamlet for upon my life 
Thi s Ipirit dumbe to us will fpeake to him. 

Doe you confent we (ball acquaint him with it. 

As needfull in our loves, fitting our duty ? 

Mar. Let's doo’t I pray 5 and I this morning know 
Where we (hall finde him moft convenient. 



Exeunt, 



Flourifl}. Enter Claudiue King ofDenmarke, Gertrad the 
Queene, CeunceH, at Poleniui, and hie fonne Laer- 
tes, Hamlet, cum aliie. 

Though yet of our deere brothers death 
The memory be greene, and that it us befitted 
T o bearc our heart s in griefe, and our whole Kingdome 
To be contrafled in one brow ofwoe : 

Yet (b farre hath dilcretion fought with nature. 

That we with wifeft (brrow thinke on him, 

T ogether with remembrance of our fel ves : 

There<brc our fometime Sifter, now our Queene, 

Th’ ^mperiall jointrelTe to this warlike State, 

Have we as ’twere with a defeated joy, 
Withanaulpiciousanda dropping eye. 

With mirth in funerall, and with dirge in marriage, 
Jnequalllcale weighing delight and dole, 

Taken to wife, nor have we herein barr’d 



Your 



^mce of Dcnmarkc^ 

Your better wifdomes, which have fireely gone 
With this affaire along (for all our thankes) . 

Now followes, that you know young Fornnhrafet 
Holding a weake fuppofall ofour worth. 

Or thinkingby our late dearebrothers death 
Our ftatc to be dif- joint, and out offfame, 
Colleagued with this dreame of his advantage. 

He hath not faild to pefter us with me(fagc. 
Importing the ibrrender of thofe lands 
Loft by his father, with all bands of Law, 

To our moft valiant brother. So much for him. 

Now for our felfe, and for this time of meeting. 

Thus much the bufineflfe is. We have here writ 
To Uncle of young Fortinbrajfo) 

Who impotent and bedrid , (irarcely heares 
OfthishisNephewespurpofe, to liipprelTe 
His further gate herein, in that the levies. 

The lifts, and full proportions are all made 
Out of his fubjeds : and we here difpatch 
You good CorneliWiKA yoxx Volt emand. 

For bearers of this greeting to old Norvay, 

Giving to you no further perfonall power 
To bufineflfe with the King, more than thelcope 
Of thele delated Articles allow. 

Farewell, and let your hafte commend your duty. 

Cor ,V ?.Inthat,&all things willwe fbewour duty.. 
King. We doubt it nothing : heartily farewell. 
And now Laertes,vihzt’s the newes with you ? 

You told us of feme fuit, what is’t Laertes ? 

You cannot fpeake of reafon to the Dane, 

And lofe your voice : what wouldft thou beg 
1 hat (ball not be my offer, not thy asking. 

I ne head is not more native to the heart, 

I he hand more inftrumentall to the mouth, 

throne of Denmarke to thy Father : 
WhatwouldftthouhaveZ^w<J.? yi-atner. 

My dread Lord, 

out leave and favour to returne to France, 

B 



From 
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T7;f Tragedy 0 / Hamlet 

From whence tboi^ willingly 1 came to Denmarkst 

To lliew my duty in your Coronation ; 

Yet now I muft confefle, that duty done> 

My thoughts and wifhes bend againe toward FroHctf 
And bow them to your gracious leave and pardon. 

KingMavc. you your fathers leave ? what layes l?olontm 
"Foie. He hath, my Lord, wrung from me my flow leave* 

By labouifome petition ; and at taft. 

Upon his will I feal’d my hard confent. 

I doe befeech you give him leave to goe. 

King. Take thy faire houreX4m«, time be thine, 

And thy beft graces vfpend it at thy will. 

But now my coufin HamlititvA mylbnne. 

Ham. A little more than kin,and lefle than kind. 

King, How is it that the clouds ftill hang on you ? 

Ham. Not fo much my Lord, I am too much in theibnnei 
Queen. Good Hamlet cafi: thy nightcd colour off. 

And let thine eye looke like a friend on Denmarksm 
Doenotforeverwiththy vailed lids 
Sceke for thy noble father in the duft ; 

Thou know’ft’tis common all that lives muft dye, 

Pafling through nature to eternity. 1 - 
Ham. I Madam, it is common, 

Queen.liithty 

Why feemes it fb particular with thee ? 

Ham. Seems Madam, nay it is, I know not feems, 

Tis not alone my inkie cloke could fmother. 

Nor cuftomary futes of folemneblacke. 

Nor windie fufpiration of forc’t breath. 

No, nor the fhiitfull river in the eye, 

Northedejefted haviour ofthe vifage. 

Together with all formes , moods, fhapes of gricfe, 

That can denote me truely ; thefe indeed feemc. 

For they are aftions that a man might play ; 

But I have that vyithin which paflcs fhew, 

Thefe but tte trappings and the fuits of woe. 

King. Tis fwcet and commcndaljle in your nature Hamlet, 

To give thefe mourning duties to your father. ' 
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frince o/Dcnmarkc^ 



fake it to heart ? fie, ’tis a fault to heaven, 

A fault againft the dead , a fault to nature. 

To reafon moft abfurd, whofe common theame 
Is death of fathers, and who ftill hath cryed 
From the firft coarfc till he that died to day. 

This muft be fo : we pray you throw to earth 

This unprevailing woe, and thinke of us 

As ofa father ; for let the world take note 
You are the moft immediate to our throne. 

And with no lefle nobility of love 
Than that which deareft father beares his fonns 
Doe I impart toward you for your intent 
In goingbacke to fchoole to ; 

It is moft retrograde to our defire. 

And we befeech you bend you to remaine 
Here in the cheare and comfort of our eye. 

Our chiefeft Courtier, coufin, and our fonne. 

Que. Let not thy mother lofe her prayers Hamlet i 
I pray thee ftay with us, goe not to Wittenberg. 

Ham. I fhallin all my beft obey you Madame, 

King. W hy 'tis a loving and a faire reply. 

Beasourfelfeun Denmarkg, Madame come. 

This gentle and unforc’ d accord of Hamlet . - 

Sits fmiling to my heart, in grace whercofi 
No jocond nealth that Denmarks drinkes to day 
But the great Cannon to the clouds fhall tell, 

B a And 



ThaShtt loft, lol/his, and the furviver bound 
Tn filliall obligation for fome tearme 

T .Iftinate condolement, is a courfe 
Ofimpious ftubbornnefle,’tis unmanly griefti 
Tr fSes awillmoftincorrea to Heaven, 

A heart unfortified, or minde impatient. 

An underftanding fimple and unfchool d : 
r™.«,hatwe know muft be,andis as com 






The Tragedy of Hamlet 

And the King(rowfe the heaven (hall bruit againe , 

Refpeaking earthly thunder; Come away. Flotirijh, Exeunt all 
Ham.O that this too too fallied flefh would melt> but Hamleu 
Thaw and relblve it felfeinto a dew, ' 

Or that the everlaftipg had not fixt 

His Cannon ’gainft lelfe flaughter ! O God, God> 

How weary, ftale^, flat, and unprofirable 
Seeme to me all the ufes of this W orld ? 

Fie on’t, ah fie, ’tis an unweeded Garden, 

That growes to feed ; things rank & grofle in nature ^ 

Poflefle it meerly ; that it fliould come thus. 

But two moneths dead, nay not lb much , not two. 

So excellent a King , that was to this 
Hyperion to a Satyrc,(b loving to my mother. 

That he might notbeteeme the windes of heaven 
Vifit her face too roughly : heaven and earth 
Muft I remember, why fbe fliould hang on him. 

As if increafe of appetite had growne 
By what it fed on ; and yet within a moneth. 

Let me not thinke on’t, frailty thy name is woman» ^ I 

A litt le moneth ; Or ere thofe Ihooes were old. 

With which flie followed my poore fathers body. 

Like N"iohe all tearcs, why fhe, 

O God / a beaft that wants dilcourle of realbn 
Would have mourn’d longer,married with my unclc> 

My fathers brother, but no more like my father 
Than I to Herculet ; within a moneth. 

Ere yet the la It of moft unrighteous teares j 

Had left the flufliing in her galled eyes. 

She married. Oh moft wicked lpeed,to polt i 

With Inch dexterity to inceftuous fbeets j | 

It is not, nor it cannot come to good. 

But breake my heart, for I muft hold my tongue. 

Enter Herat to, MarceRus, and Barnarde, f 

Haile to your Lordfhip. (felft. '< 

Ham. I am glad to lee yoii well; Horatio, ot I doe forget my t” 

Hora. The feme my Lord, and your poore lervant ever, 
t H^”i> Sir my good friend, Jle change that name with you ; 

And 



<Prince of Denmarkc. 

And what make you from Wittenberg, Horatio ? 

^arcellfu- 

My good Lord. 

Ham. I am very glad to fee you ( good even fir.} 
But whatin faith make you from Wittenberg ? 

Hora. A truant difpofition, good my Lord. 

Ham. I would not heare your enemy fay to, 

Nor lhall you doe my eare that violence 
To make it trufter of your owne report 
Againft your felfe ; I know you are no truant ; 

But what is your affaire in Elfenour ? 

Wee’ll teach you for to drinke ere you depart. 
Hora.yiy Lord, I came to fee your fathers funerall. 
Ham. I prethce doe not mocke me fellow ftudent, 
I thinke it was to my mothers wedding. 

Hor. Indeed my Lord it follow’d hard upon. 
H4»,Thr4ft,thrift,Hi»r4r/V,the funerall bak’t meats 
Did coldly furnifh forth the marriage tables. 

Would I had met my deareft foe in heaven 
Or ever I had feene that day Horatio, 

My father, me thinkes I fee my father. 

Hora. Where my Lord ? 

ATrfw. In my mindes tyt Horatio. 

Hora. I faw him once, a was a goodly King. 

Ham. A Wis a man, take him for all in all, 

I (hall not looke upon his like againe. 

Hora. My Lord, I thinke I few him yefternight. 
Ham. Saw who ? 

H ora . My Lord, the King your Father. 

Ham. The King my father ! 

Hora. Seafon your admiration for a while 
With an attentive eare, till I may deliver 
Upon the witnclfe of thefe Gentlemen 
This marvaile to you. 

Ham.Vot Gods love let me heare. 

thefe Gentlemen, 

ynarcellus and Barnardo, on their watch, 

in the dead vaft and middle of the night 




Been 
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The Tragedy 0/ Hamlet 

Been thus encountred : a figure like your father. 
Armed at point, exaftly. Cap ape, 

Appeares before them, and with fbicmne march 
Goes flow and ftately by them : thrice he walkt 
By their oppreft and feare furprifed eyes 
Within this truncheons length , whilft theydiftill’d 
Almofttoeellywith the a61: of feare. 

Stand dumbe and Ijpeake not to him ; this to me 
In dreadfull fecrecie impart they did. 

And I with them the third night kept the watch. 
Where, as they had delivered, both in time. 

Forme of the thing, each word made true and good. 
The apparition comes : I knew your father, 

Thefe hands are not more like. 

Ham. 'Bat where was this ? 

<ir.My Lord upon the platform where we watchc. 
Ham. Did you not Ipeake to it ? 

Her. My Lord, I did. 

But anfwer it made none : yet once me thought 
It lifted up its head, and did addreffe 
It felfe to motion, like as it would Ipeake ; 

But even then the morning Cocke crew loud. 

And at the found it fbrunke in hafte away. 

And vanifht from our fight. 

Ham. ’Tis very ftrange. 

F Her. As I doe live, my honour’d Lord, 'tis true. 
And we did thinke it writ downe in our dUty 
To let you know ofit. ^ 

Ham. Indeed firs but this troubles me 
Hold you the watch to night ? 

Wc doe my Lord. 

Ham. Arm’d lay you? 

All. Arm’d my Lord. 

Ham. From top to toe ? 

AH. My Lord, fi'om head to foot. 

Ham. Then law you not his face ? 

I^ra. O yes my Lord, he wore his beaver up. 
H(tm. What ? lookt he frowningly ? 



H«r> 
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frince of Dcnmarker 

JJor>h countenance more in Ibrrow than in anger* 
i^<?/».PaIe orred ? 

/for. Nay very pale. 

Hara. And fixt his eyes upon you ? 

/For.Moftconfiantly. 

Ham. I would I had been there. 

Hor> It would have much amaz’d you* 

Very like: ftaid it long? 

Her. while one with moderate hafte might tell an hundred. 
Longer, longer, 
i/sr. Not when I faw’t* 

Ham. His beard was grifsled, no. 

Her. It was as I have foene it in his life, 

Afablefilver’d. 

Ham. I will watch to night. 

Perchance ’twill walke againe,. 

For.Iwarn’titwill. 

Ham. If it afliime my noble fathers perlbn 
Ilefpeaketo it, chough hell it felfe fhould gape 
And bid me hold my peace. I pray you all. 

If you have hitherto conceal’d this fight. 

Let it be tenable in your filence ftill. 

And whatlbever clfe fhall hap to night. 

Give it anunderftanding,but no tongue ; 

I will requite your loves : So fare you well. 

Upon the platforme ’twixt eleven and twelve 
Ilevifityou. 

Our duty to your honour. Exeunt* 

Your loves, as mine to you ; Farewell. 

My fathers Ipirit in armes, all is not well, 

I doubt feme foule play, would the night were come: 

Tilltbcn fit ftill my fbule, foule deeds will rife. 

Though all the earth orcwhelmc them to mens eyes* Exit 
Enter Laertes ,and Ophelia his Sifter, 

Laer. My necefferies are imbarkt, farewell, 

And filler, as thewindes give benefit 
And convay in affiftant, doe not fleep, 

»ut kt me hearc from you* 

Opheh 





'■ II 




TheTra^edy 0/ Hamlet 

Doe you doubt that? 

Laer. For Hamlet^ and the trifling of his favour, 
Hold it a fafhion, and a toy in blood, 

A violet in the youth of prime nature. 

Forward, not permanent ; fweet,not lafting. 

The perfume and luppliance of a minute : 

Vlo more. 

Ophel. No more but lb. 

L (ter. Thinke it no more. 

For nature creflant does not grow alone. 

In thewes and bulkes, but as this Temple waxes. 
The inward fervice of the mind and foule 
Growes wide withall : perhaps he loves you now, 
And now no Ibile nor cautell doth befmerch 
The vertue of his will ; but you muft .feare 
His greatnefle wai‘d,his willis not his ownc. 

He may not, as unvalued perlbns doe. 

Crave for himlelfe ; for on his choice depends 
The lafety and health of this whole ftate. 

And therefore muft his choice becircumlorib’d 
Unto the voice and yeelding of that body 
Whereof he is the head: then ifhe 6ies he loves you, 
It fits your wifdome fo far to beleevc it. 

As he in bis particular a61 and place 
May give his laying deed ; which is no further 
Than the maine voice of Denmarke goes withall. 
Then weigh what Ioffe your honour may fuftaine. 

If with too credent eare you lift his fongs, 

Or loole your heart, or your chaftetrealiire open 
To his unmaftred importunitie. 

Feare it Ophelia, feare it my deare filler. 

And keep you in the reare of your afteflion. 

Out of the fhot and danger of defire : 

The charieft maid is prodigall enough. 

If ftie unniaske her beauty to the Moone : 

Vertue it lelfc Icapes not calumnious ftrokes ; 

“ The canker galls the infant of the Spring 
Too oft before their buttons be difclos’d. 
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(prince of DenmsLtke* 

And in the morne and liquid dew of youth 

Contagious blaftments are moft imminent. 

Be warie then, beft fafety lyes in feare. 

Youth to it felfe rebells though noneelleneere. 

Ophel- 1 fliallthe effeiSl: of this good leflbn keep. 
As watchmen to my heart : But good mybrothcc 
Doe not as Ibme ungracious Pallors doe. 

Shew me the 'fteep and thorny way of hcavea. 

Whiles a puft and rechlefle Libertine, 

Himfelfe the primrole path of dalliance treads. 

And rcakes not his owne reed. Polonitu* 

O feare me not; 

Iftay too long : but here my father comes. 

A double blelfing is a double grace, 

Occafion fmiles upon a fecond leave. 

Tolo.'itt here Laertes ? aboord.aboord for Ibamc, 
The winde fits in the fhoulder of your l^le, 
Andyouareftaidfor. There, my blelfing with thee. 
And thefe few precepts in thy memory 
Look thou charadler: Give thy thoughts no tongue. 
Nor any unproportion’d thought his a6l : 

Be thou familiar, but by no meanes vulgar : 

Thofe friends thou haft and their adoption tried, 
Grapplethem unto thy foule with hoops of fteele. 
But doe not dull thy palme with entertainment 
Ofeach new hatebt , unfledg’d courage : beware r 
Of entrance to a quarrell , but being in, 

Bear’t that th’oppoler may beware of thee : 

Give every man thy eare, but few thy voice ; 

Take each mans cenluEe, but referVe thy judgement : 
Coftly thy habit as thy pudc canbUy, 
Butnotexpreftin fancy; rich, not gaudy; 
ror the apparell oft proclaimes the man, 

nd they in France of the beft ranke and ftatioUi 

re of a moft fele6landgenerous,chiefe in that: ' 
either a borrower nor a lender boyj ' 
for love oft lofes both it felfe and friend, 

Andborrowmgdullstheedgeofhusbandry. 



The Tragedy of Hamlet 

,Thi* above all, to thine owne felfc be true. 

And it muft follow as the night to day. 

Thou canft not then be falfe to any man. 

Farewell, my bleflingfeafon this in thee. 

Zatr. Molt hnmbly doe I take my leave my tord. 

Pol. The time invefts you, goe, your fcrvants tend. 

Laer. Farewell Ophcliai^nd remember well 
W hat I have laid to you. 

Ofhel, ’Tis in ray memory lockt. 

And yon your felfe fhall keep the key ofit. 

Laer. Farewell. Exit Laertts, 

Pol. W hat is’t Ophelia he hath laid to you ? 

Ophel. So pleafe you,lbmething touching the Lord Hamlet, 

Pol. Marrie well bethought. 

*Tis told me he hath very oft of late 

Given private time to you : and you your felle 

Have of your audience beene molt free and bounteous. 

If it be lo, as fo ’tis put on me. 

And that in way of caution , I mult tell you 
You doe not underltand your Ic Jfe lo deer ly 
As it behoves my daughter, and your honour : 

Whatis between you ?. give me up the truth. 

Ophel He hath my Lord of late made many tenders 
Gfhis affedtion tome. 

Pol. Affedtion !puh, you fpeake like a gteenegirle, 

Unfifted infuch perillous circumltance : 

Doc you belecve his tendcrs,as you call them ? 

Ophel I doe not know, my Lord, what I fhould thinke. 

P o/.Marry I will teach you, think your felfe a babie. 

That you have ta’n thefe tenders for true pay. 

Which are not Iterling : tender your lelfc more dearly. 

Or (not to cracke the winde of the poore phrafe ) 

(Wrong it thus, you’ll tender me a fbole. 

Ophel.My Lord, he hath importun’d me with love 
In honourable falhion. 

fP ol . Lfafhion you may call it, goe too, goe too. 

Ophel . And hath given countenance to bis fpecch, 

My Lord with alxnoft all the holy vowes of heaven. 

Ptk 
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(prince o/^Dcnmark& 

Pel. Wood-cockes ; 1 doknovi 

Whenthe blood burncs how prodigall thefoule 
Lends the tongue vowes , thefe blazes daughter 
Givin*^ more light than heat ; extinci inboth. 

Even fn their promile, as it is a making. 

You muft not tak’t for fire : from this time 
Be fomething leant er of your maiden prefencC, 

5et your entreatments at a higher rate 

Than a command to parley ; for Lord Hamleti 

Belecve lb much in him, that he is young. 

And with a larger tedder may he walke 
Than may be given yon : in few Opheliat 
Doe not beleeve his vowes, for they are Broker 
Not of that dye which their inveftments lhew> 

But meere implorators of unholy feits. 

Breathing likefandlified and pious bonds* 

The hetterto beguile ; this is for all, 

I wonld not, in plaine termes, from this time forth 
Have you fo flander any moments lei lure, 

As to give words or talke with the Lord Hamlet ^ 

Looke too’t I charge you, come your wayes. 

Ophel. I fhall obey my Lord. Exeunt, 

Enter Hamlet y Horatio ^and Marcellui, 

The aire bites fhrewdly,itisverycoId. 

Bora, It is nipping, and aq eager aire. 

Bam. W hat boure now ? 

Bora. I (hinkeit lacks of twelve. 

Mar.\^o, it is ftrooke. 

Bora. Indeed , I heard it not : it then dravves neere the leafon 
Wherein the fpirit held his wont to walk. Afioarifh ofTrum., 

What does this meane my Lord ? pets, and two pieces goe off. 

Bam. The King doth walke to night, and takes his rowfe, 
Keepes waflell, and the Iwaggering up-lpring reeles. 

And as he draines his drau^ts of Rhenilh downe, 

The Kettle Drum and Trumpet thus bray out 
The triumph of bis pledge. 

Is it a cuftome 

Bam, I marry is’c. 
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The Tragedy 0/ Hamlet 

But to my miride) though l am native here 
And to the mann er borne, it is a cuftome 
More honour’d in the breath than the oblervance : 

This heavie-headedrevell Eart and Weft 

Makes us traduc’d and taxed of other Nations ; 
They clepeus Drunkards, and 'vith fwiniftiphrale 
Soileour addition: and indeedit takes 
From our atchievements, though perform’d at height. 
The pith and marrdvv of bur attribute : 

So oft it chances in particular men, 

That for fome vicious mole of nature in them, 

As in their birth, wherein they are not guilty, 

( Since nature cannot’ choole his origen) 

By their ore-growth of fome complexion. 

Oft breaking downe the pales and forts of realbn 5 
Or by fome habit that too much ore-leavens 
The forme of plaulive manners, that thefe men 
Carrying I fay the ftampe of one defebl, 

Being Natures livery, or Fortunes ftarre, 

His vertues clfebe they as pure as grace. 

As infinite as man may undergoe,. 

Shall in the giaierall cenfure take ebrruption 
From that particular fault : the dram of eafe 
Doth all the noble fobftance of a doubt 
To his owne fcandall. £fiter ghojf, 

Hor. Looke my Lord, it comes. 

FLtw. Angels and Miniflersof grace defend us I 
Be thou a Ipirit of health, or Goblin damn’d, 

Bring with thee aires from heaven,orblafts from hcl, 
Be thy intents wicked or charitable, 
tfhou eom’ft in foeb a queftionablefliape 
That Iwillfpeaketo thee; lie call thee 
King, Father , royall Dane : O anfwerc me. 

Let me not burft in ignorance, but tell 
Why thy canoniz’d b«nes hearfcd in ^ath 
Have burft their cerements : why the Swulchcr, 
Wherein we law thee quietly interr’d. 

Hath op’t bis ponderous and marble jawes, K * 



To 



Prince of Dcnmarke. 

To caft thee up againe : what may this meane^ 

That thou dead coarle againe in complete fteele 
Revifites thus the glimpfes of the moone. 

Making night hideous, and we fooles of nature 

Sohorridlytofhakeourdifpofition 

with thoughts beyond the reaches w our loules ? 

Say why is this Pwherefore ? what fliould we doe ? Beckf »s. 

Jlora.liheckens you togoe away with it. 

As if it fome impartment did de fire 
To you alone. 

Mar. Looke with what courteous aftion 
It waves you to a more removed ground, 

But doe not goe with it. 

Her<t.No, % no meanes. 

Ham. It will not fpcake, then I will follow it- 
Hera. Doe not my Lord. 

Ham. Why ? what Ihould be the feare ? 

I doe not fet my life at a pins fee : 

And for my foule , what can it doe to that. 

Being a thing immortall like it felfe ? 

It waves me forth againe , lie follow it. 

Hera. What if it tempt you toward the flood my Lordi^ 

Or to the dreadfull Ibmnet of the cleefe. 

That bettels ore his bale into the lea. 

And there alTame fome other horrible forme. 

Which might deprive your Ibvcraignty of realbn* 

And draw you into madnefle ? thinkc of it, 

Tbevery place puts toyes ofdefperation 
Without more motive, into every brainc. 

That lookes lb many fadomes to the lea. 

And heares it roare beneath. 

ffam. It waves me ftill, 

Goe on, He follow thee. 

You fhall not goe my Ltard^ 

H*»».Hold off your hands- 

Be rul’d, you lhall not goe. 

Ham.My fate cryes out, 

And makes each petty artery in this body 

= C 3 As 
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The Tragedy 

As hardy as the Nemean Lions nerve : 

Still am I call’d ; unhand me Gentlemen, 

By heaven He make a Ghoft of him that lets mej 
I lay away : Goe on Jle follow thee. Exit Ghofi and Hamlet, 

Hor. He waxes delperate with imagination. 

Mar. I ets follow, ’tis not fit thus to obey him. 

Uora. Have after : to what ifluc will this come ? 

Mar. Something is rotten in the State of Denmark.fi 
JJora. Heaven will dire£l it. 

Mar. Nay let’s follow him. Exeunt. 

Enter ^h< (I and Hamlet. 

ATrfw. Whit her wilt thouleadme?fpeake,IIegoeno furtb-ar, 
Chofi. Marke me. 

Heim. I will. 

My houre isalmoftcomo, 

When I to (ulphrous and tormenting flames 
Mull: render up my lelfe. 

Ham. Alas poore Ghoft. 

Chofi. Pity me not, but lend thy forious hearing 
To what I fhall unfold. 

Ham. Speake, I am bound to heare. 

Cho.%0 art thou to revenge when thou (halt heare. 

Ham. W hat ? 

C hoSi. I am thy fathers Ipirit, 

Doom’d for a certaine terme to walke the night. 

And for the day confin’d to tali in fires. 

Till the foule crimes, donein my dayes of nature 
Are burnt and purg’d away : But that lam forbid 
To tell the fecrets of my prifon houle, 

I could a tale unfold, whofe lightell word 
W ould harrow up thy foule, freeze thy young blood. 

Make thy tvyo'eyes like liars ftart from their Ipheres, 

Thy knotted and combined lockes to part, * 

And each particular haire to Hand an end 
Like quills upon the feareliill Porpentine : 

Butthiserernallbjazon mu'l notbe 

To eares of flefh and blood : lift, lift, O lift, I 

If thou didft ever thy deare father love. 

- -L, Ham. , 
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<Prince of Dcnmnike^ 

his foule & mod unnaturall murder. 

//-4W. Murder! ^ . . n- • 

Ghofi. Murder moft foule, as in the bell it is j 

But this moll foule, ftrange and unnaturall. 

Ham. Haft me to know’t, that I with wings as fwift 
As mediation, or the thoughts of love. 

May fwcepe to my revenge. 

Gho^l. ifinde thee apt; 

And duller fhouldft thou be than the fat weed 
That roots it felfe in eafc on Lethe wharfc, 

Wouldft thou not ftirre in this ; now Hamlet heare, 
Tis given out, that deeping in my Orchard 
A Serpent Hung me ; fb the whole eare of Denmark^f 
Is by a forged procefTe of my death 
Rankely abufed : but know thou, noble Youth, 

The Serpent that did fting thy fathers life 
Now weares his Crowne. 

Hetm.O my Propheticke foule, my uncle ! 

Ghofi. I, that inceftuous,that adulterate beaft. 
With witchcraft of his wits; with trait’rous gifts, 

O wicked wits, and gifts that have the power 
So to fcduce 1 won to his ftiametull luft 
The will of my moft leeming vertuous Qwene- 

0 Hamlet, vfbzt a falling off was thi re 
From me, whole love was of that dignity. 

That it went hand in hand even with the vow 

1 made to her in marriage ? and to decline 
Upon a wretch, whole naturall gifts were poore 

To thofe of mine'but vertue,as it never will be mov’d 
Though lewdneffe court it in a fhape of heaven, 

So but though to a radiant Angle linckt, 

W ill fort it felfe in a celeftiall bed. 

And prey on garbage. 

But foft, me thinkes I lent the morning aire, 

Briefe let mebe : Sleeping within my Orchard, 

My cuftome alwaies of the afternoone. 

Upon my fecure houre thy uncle Hole 




The Tragedy of Hamlet 

with juice of curfed Hebona in a Viallj 
And in the porches of my eares did poure 
The leprous, dirtilment, whofeeftedl 
Holds Inch an enmity with blood of man. 

That Iwift as Quick-filver it courfes through 
The naturall gates and allies of the body. 

And with a fudden vigour it doth poflefle 
And curd, like eager droppings into milke. 

The thin and wliollome blood ; lb did it mine. 

And a moft inlfant Tetter barkt about 
Moft Lazar-like, with vile and loathlbme cruft 
All my fmooth body. 

Thus was I fleeping, by a brothers hand, 
Oflife,ofCrowne,of (^eene at once dilpatcht. 

Cut oft' even in the bloflbmes of my finne, 
Unnuzled, difappointed, un-anueld, 

No reckoning made, but lent to my account 
With all my imperfedfions on my head. 

Oh horrible, O horrible, moft horrible, 

Ifthou haft nature in thee beareitnot. 

Let not the rOyallbed of Denmarke be 
A couch for Luxury and damned Inceft. 

But howlbmever thou purfueft this adf. 

Taint not thy minde,nor let thy foule contrive 
Againft thy mother ought, leave her to heaven. 

And to thofe thornes that in her bolbme lodge, 

To pricke and fling her : fare thee well at once, 
TheGloworme Ihewes the matine to be necre. 

And ’gins to pale his uneffedluaU fire : 

Adieu, adieu, adieu, remember me. 

Ham.O all )«5U hoft of heaven ! O earth ! what elfe? 
And fhall I couple hell ? O fie ! hold my heart. 

And you my finewes, grow not inftant old. 

But beare me fivifcly up ; remember thee 1 
I thOu poore Ghoft, whiles memory bolds a feat 
In this di ftradled G lobe : remember thee 1 
Yea, from the table of my memorie 
He wipe away all triviallfbnd records. 
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Prince of r>tnmar\ie* 

Allfaw of bookes,all formes, all prefliirespaft. 

That youth and obfervation copied there. 

And thy commandement all alone (hall live 
Within the booke and volume of my braine, 

Unmixt with bafer matter ,* yes by heaven. 

O moft pernicious woman ! 

0 villaine, villaine, fmiling damned villaine! 

My tables, meet it is I fee downe. 

That one may fmile, and (mile, and be a villaine ; 

At leaft I am fure it may be lb in Denmarks* 

So uncle there you are :now to my word. 

It is adicu,adieu,rcmember me. 

1 have fwornc’t. Enter Herat $9 and Marcettui* 

Hora. My Lord, my Lord, 

Ad Hamlet. 

Heavens fecure him. 

Ham. So be it. 

. Illo, ho, ho, my Lord. 

Hillo, ho, hoboy,come,and come. 

How is’t my noble Lord? ^ 

i/rfw. O wonderfull! 



Will rcvcaiciu 

^«r4.NotImy Lord by heaven. 

Nor I my Lord. 

Bu^ou’ii^Tfecm ofraaii once thinke it 

I by Heaven. • 

There’s never a villaine 
Dwelling in all 
Bu^ee’s an arrant Knave. 

To tell usthfs^ ©hoft, my Lord, come from the gravi 

Andir* ^ right, 

I HdW • circumftance at dl 

^holdit fit that we (hakehands and pari 

defirelhallpointyou, 

‘•o^evdrymanfaathbufincffcanddefire, ^ 

T\ 



Such 
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Such as it is> and for my ownc poore pare 
Iwillgoe pray. 

Hora. Thefe are but wild and whurling words my Lord. 

Ham. I am lorry they offend you hearti!y> 

Yes faith heartily. 

H$ra. There’s no offence my Lord. 

Ham. Yes by Saint Patrick^hm there is Herat to t 
And much offence too : touching this vifion here. 

It is an honeft Ghoft, that let me tell you ; 

For your defire to know what is betweene us 
Ore-marter’t as you may; and now good friends, 

As you are friends, Scholars, and Souldiers 
Give me one poore requelt. 

Hora. What is’t my Lord, we will.. 

Ham. Never makeknowne what you have fecne tonighti 
MyLordwe will not. 

Ham. Nay but Iwear’c. 

Hora. In faith my Lord not I. 

<-Mar. Nor I my Lord in faith. ; 

Ham. Upon my (word. 

M ar. We have fworne my Lord already.* 

Indeed upon my fivord: indeed. 

Chofi cries unAer the ftage. 

^hofi. Swesre. , 

Ham. Ha, ha, boy, laift thou lb ? art thou there truc-pcnny ? 

Come on, you heare this fellow in the SeJleridge 

Gbnfent to (iveare. 

/forrf Propofc the oath my Lord. 

Ham. Never to fpeake of this that you have leenei 
Sweare by my f vord* 

Cho(t S'veare. j 

Ham. Hie & ubique^ then wee’ll fluft our ground : ; 
Comehither Gentlemen 

And lay yniir hands againe upon my fword ; i 

Sweare by my fvord. f 

Ip^’ake ofthis that yon have heard. 

ChoSh. Sweare by his fword. , | 

Ham, Well laid old MoJe,canft thou worke i’th earth lb faft ? | 



Prince u/Dcntnarke." 

A worthy Pioner, once more remove good friends. 

Hora.0 day and night ' but this is wondrous ftrange. 

Ham. And thereforeas a ftrangergive it welcome; 

There are morethings in heaven and earth Horatio 
Tbanaredream’tofinyourPhilofophy : butcomc, 

Here asbeforejnever lb help you mercy, 

(How ftrange or odde lb ere I bcare my folfo. 

As I perchance hereafter fhall thinke meet. 

To put anantike dilpofition on. 

That you at fuch times feeing me, never (hall 
With armes encombred thus , or head thus fhak't. 

Or by pronouncing of Ibmedoubtfull phrafe. 

As, well well ,we know,or we could and if we would* 

Or if we lift to lpeake,or there be and if they might, ^ 

Or fuch ambiguous giving out, to note) 

That you know ought of me, this doe Iweare, 

So grace and mercy at your moftneedhclpeyoii, 

Ghofi. Sweare. 

Hrf».Rcft,reft,perturbed Ipirit* So Gentlemen 
W ith all my love I doe commend me to you. 

And what fo poore a man as Hamlet is 

May doe t’cxprelfehis love and friending to you 

God willing {hall not lacke ; let us goe in tt^cthcr^ 

And ftill your fingers on your lips I pray. 

The time is out of joint, O curled ^ight 
That ever I was borne to let it right ! 

Nay come, lets goe together. Exeunt* 

Enter old‘Polonius with his manor two* 

Pol. Give him this money, and thde two notes Reynatdel 
I will my Lord. ^ 

You lhall doe marvellous wifely, good 
Before you vifit him to make inquire 
Of hisbehaviour. 

Rey. My Lord I did intend it. 

Pol Marrie well laid, very well laid,looke you fir, 

Enamre me firft what Danskers are in Paris, 
nd ho w, and who, what mcans,and where they keepji 
What company, at whac cxpcnce : and finding 

D » By 




Tl^e Tragedy of Hamlet 

By this encompaflment and drift of queftion. 

That they doe know my fon , come you more neerec 
Then your particular demands will tonchitj 
Take you as’t were fome diftant knowledge of him. 

As thus, I know his father, and his friends. 

Arid in parr him : Doe you marke this ReynttUo ? 

Rej. I, very well my Lord. 

^ol. And in part him, but you may fay not well. 

But ifit be he I meane hee’s very wilde. 

Addicted (b and lb, and there put on him 
What forgeries you pleafe, marry nonefbrankc 
As may dillionour him, take heed ofthat j 
But fir, fuch wanton, wild, and ufuall flips 
As are companious noted and moft knowne 
To youth and liberty. 

As gaming my Lord. 

Pol. I, or drinking, fencing, (wearing. 

Quarrelling, drabbing, you may goe fo farre. 

Rey. My Lord, that would difhonour him. 

Vol. Faith as you may fealbn it in the charge. 

You muff not put another Icandall on him. 

That he is open to incontinency. 

That’s not my meaning,but breath his faults lb quaintly. 
That they may feeme the taints of liberty, 

The flafh and out-breake of a fiery mind, 

A favagenelTe in unreclaimed blood 
Ofgenerallaflault. 

But my good Lord. 

7o/.;Wherefoce fhould you doe this ? 

^9'. I my Lord, I would know that. .; 
i*©/. Marry fir here’s my drift, ^ ' 

And I beleeve it is a fetch of wit. • 

You laying thcfe Height fullies on my fonne. 

As tvvere a thing a little foil’d with working. 
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yuu,yu^party inconvetle,he you wouldfound. 
Jiving ever feene in the prenominate crimes 
The youth yon breath of guilty, be aflur’d 
He clofes with you in this confequeHce ; 
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Trirtce of Dcnmarkc," 

/ZfycJ fir for fo) or friend, or Gentleman, 

According to the phrafe or the addition 
Ofmanahd countrey; 

Very good my Lord. 

fol. And then fir does a this, a does : what was I about 
By the Mafle I was about to fay fomething, 

iVheredidlleave? 

Rey> At clofes in the confequencc. 

Pol. At clofes in the confequence ; I marry, 

He clofes thus, I know the Gentleman 
I faw him yefterday, or th’other day. 

Or then, or then, with luch or fuch, and,as you lay. 

There was a gaming there, or tooke in’s rowfe. 

There falling out at Tennis, or perchance 
I faw him enter fuch and luch a houfe offale. 

Videlicet, a Brothell, or lb forth . See you now. 

Your bait of falfhood takes this carpe of truth. 

And thus doe we of vvifdome and of reach. 

With windlefles, and with effayes of byas. 

By indireff s finde direiSfions out : 

So by my former Le£f ure and advice 

Shall you my Ibnne. You have me, have you not ? 

%ey. My Lord I have. 

Pol. God buy ye, fare ye well. 

Rey. Good my Lord. 

*Pol, Obferve his inclination in your lelfe. 

^ I fhall my Lord. 

‘Pol. And let him ply his Muficke. 

^^7. Well my Lord. Exit Rey. 

Enter Oyhelik.v. JO > 

P ^/.Farwell.How nowO/>Ar//W,what’s the matter? 
Op^.O my Lord, my Lord, I have bfn fo affirighted. 
Polo. W ith what i’th name of God ? 

Ofhel My Lord as I was lowing in my Clofet, 

Lord Hamlet with his. donblet all unbrac’d. 

No hatupon his head'his ftockins foul’d, 
ngartred, and downegyved to his ank le, 

® e as his fliirt, his knees knocking each other. 
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And with a looke lb piteous in purport. 

As if he had beene loofed out of hell 
To (peake of horrors, he comes before me. 

Pol. Mad for thy love ? 

Ofhel My Lord I doe not kno V, 

But truely I doe feare it. 

A(?/. Whatfaidbe? 

Ophel. He took me by the wrift, and held me hard* 
Then goes he to the length of all his arrae, 

And with his other hand thus -ore his brow 
He falls to fuch perufall of my face 
As a would draw it : long ftaid he lb. 

At laft, a little (baking of mine arme. 

And thrice his head thus waving op and downe, 
Heraifed a figh lb piteous and profound 
As it did feme to (batter all his bulke* 

And end his being. : that done, he lets me goe. 

And with his head over his (boulders turn’d 
Hee feem’d to finde his way without his eyes ; 

For out of doores he went without their helpes. 

And to the laft bended their light on me. 

PoL Come, goe with me, I will goe (ceke the Kin gj 
This is the very extalie of love. 

Whole violent property forgoes it lelfc. 

And leads the will to ddperate undertakings. 

As oft as any paftions under heaven 
That does a(fli(ft ournatures:Iam(brrie; 

W hat ? have you given him any hard words of late? 

0/> W.No my good Lord, but as you did command, 
I did repell his letters, and deni’d 
Hisacce(Tetome. 

Pol. That hath made him mad: 

I am (brrie that with better heed andjudgemenc 
I had not coated him ; I fear’d he did but trifle. 

And meant to wrack thee, but belbrew myjealoulie; 
By heaven it is as proper to our age 
To caft beyond our (elves in our opinions. 

As ic is common fl>r the younger lore 



Trince ofDenmurkcl 

To lacke diferetion : Come, goe we to the King,_ 

This inuft be knowne, which being kept clofe might move 

More griefe to hide , than hate to uuer love. 

* ® Exe-mt. 



Come. 



i 

'EUuriJh. Enter King a^d Qtteefte,Rofeficr4W and 

Gftfldenjlerne* 
jCiPjr.'Wc^covncdeAtc Rofencram and GHtldenfiernej 
Moreover, that we much did long to fee you, 

T he need we have to ufe you did provoke 
Ourhaftie fending. Something yon have heard 
0( Hamlets transformatk n, lb 1 call it». 

Sith nor th ’exterior, nor the inward man 
Refembles that itwas : what it (bonld be 
More than his fathers death, that thus hath put him 
So much from the underftandingof himlelfe 

I cannot dreame of ; 1 entreat you both. 

That being o( fo young dayes brought up witn him. 

And fith 10 neighboured to his youth and haviour. 

That you vouchfafe your reft here in our Court 
Some litt le time, lb by your companies ■ 

To draw him on to plealures, and to gather 
So much as from occalion you may gleane. 

Whether ought to us unknown affli^s him thus , 

That open’d lyes within our remedy. 

Good Gentlemen^e bath, much taikt of you, 

And lure I am two met] there are not living . 

To whom he more adheres ; if it will pleafe you 
To (hew us lb much gentry and good will. 

As to expend your rime with us a while 
For the fupply and profit of our hope, 

Yourvifitation(bould|;receivefchthanbcS . 

As fits a KingsrcmemWance. 

RoJ Both your Majefties 
Mignt by the Soveraigne power you have of us 
Put your dread plealiires more into comiiiand 
Than to intreary. 

But we both obey. 

And here give up our Icives in the full bent 
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To lay ourfervice freely at your feet. 

King Thanks Rofencraut and gentle GHildenfiern. 
Thanks Gtiildenfiern,zm gentle Ro/fneratts, 

And I beleech you inrtantly tovifit 

My too much changed fonne : goc feme of you 

And bring thefe Gentlemen where Hamlet is. 

Cuil. Heavens make our prdence and our pra6tices 
Pleafant and helpfiill to him. 

Queen. Amen. Exeunt Ref. and Guil, 

Enter Poloniui. 

Po/.Th’Embafladors from Norvay,tny good Lord, 

Are joyfully return’d. 

King. Thou ftil haft bin the Father of good newes. 

‘7’c/. Have I my Lord ? I aflure my good Liege 
I hold my duty as I hold my foule, 

Both to my God and to my gracious King : 

And I doe thinke, or elfe thi s braine of mine 
Hunts not thetrayleof policie Ibfure 
As it hath us’d to doe, that I have found 
The very caufe of Hamlets lunacie. 

King. O Ipeake of that, that doe I long to heare. 

To/. Give firrtadmittancetotheE'r'bafladors, 

My newes fha H be the fruit to that ^eat feaft. 

Thy felfe doe grace to them,&bring them in* 

He tels meytiiy deare^mr«^i> he hath found 
The head and fource your Ibnnes diftemper^ 

. I doubt it is no othefbut theniaine. 

His fathers death, and our baftie marriage. 

Enter Smhaffaders, 

King, w elljwe fhall lift him : wclifome my good friends j 
Say K iltemandyVihztfcoiti our hiOtheUTVorwaj ? ’ 

F ~ ?/, Moft faire returnc of greetingS^ ^nd delires : ' 

Upononrfirfthefentouttofopprefte ■ 

HisNephewes levies, which to him appear’d 
To be a preparation ’gainft the 
But better lookt into, he truly found 
It was againft your HighnefTe ; whereat griev’d 
That fo his ficknefle, age, and impotence 



.. m 
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(Prince of Dcnm&tk^ 

Was falfly borne in hand, fends out arrefts 
On Fertenhafe, which he in briefe obayea 
Receives rebuke from Norway, and in fine. 

Makes vow before his uncle nevermore 
To give tb’aflay of armes againft your Majeftie : 
Whereon old Norway overcome with joy 
Gives him threefoore thoufand crowns in annual fec^i 
And his Commiffion,toimpIoy thofe Souldiew 
So levied as before, againft the Totlacke^ 

With an entreaty herein further fhowne. 

That it might pleale you to give quiet pafte 
Through your dominions for this enterprize 
On Inch regards offafety and allowance 
As herein are fet downe. 

It likes us well. 

And at our more confidered time wee’ll read, 
Anfwer, and thi nke upon thi s bufinefle : 

Meane time we thank you for your well took labour, 
Goe to your reft, at night wee’ll feaft together : 

Moft welcome home. Exeunt Em^afddert* 

ToL This bufinefle is well ended. 

My Liege and Madam, toexpoflulate 
What maj'eflie fhould be, what duty is. 

Why day is day, night night, and time is time. 

Were nothing but to wafte night, day, and time ; 
Therefore brevitie is the foule of wit. 

And tedioitfneflethelimbes and outward flourifhesc 
I will be briefe ; your noble fonne is mad. 

Mad call I it, for to define true madnefle. 

What is’t but to be nothing elfe but mad e 
But let that goe. 

Qnee. More matter with lefle art, 

-rif ^ u 1 fweare I ufe no art at all. 

That nee’s mad ’tis true, ’tis true, ’tis pitty, 
Andpitty’tis ’tis true,a foolifh figure, 
itjfpr I will ufe no art ; 
ad let us grant him then, and now remaines 

i hat we finde out the caufe of this efFea, 

D‘: ;/•!. .v.-i 



Or 




TheTrapdyofH^mUt 

Or rather fay the caufe of this defcft) 

For this effect defcd^ive comes by caufe : 

Thus it remaines> and the remainaer thus* 

Perpend. 

I have a daughter, have while (he is mine, 

Who in her duty and obedience, marke. 

Hath given me this ; now gather and furmife. 

TotheCelefiiall,myfonlesIdoll,themofi beautified Ophelia. 
That's an iUfhrafe,a vile phrafe, beautified is a vile phrafe; bnt 
yeu Jhallheare,thKi inker excellent \tvhite- bofome,Thefe,&t, 
^e en. Camethis from Hamlet to her ? 
yo/. Good Madam ftay a while, I will be faithful!. 

Doubt thou the jfiarres are fire. Letter* 

Doubt that the fiunne doth movey 
Doubt truth to be a lyer^ 

But never doubt I love* 

O dears Ophelia lam ill at thefe numbers y I have net Art ti 
reckon my groanes, but that I love thee belly O mofi befi belteve 
it : Adieu. Thine evermore mofi dears Lady yuphileji thk 
mach me is to himy Hamlet. 

Pol. This in obedience hath my daughter fhowne mc> 

And more about have his (blicitings. 

As they fell out by time, by meanes,and place. 

All given to mine eare. 

King. But how hath fhe receiv’d his love ? 

Pol. What doe you thinkeofme? 

King. As of a man faithfull and honourable^ 

Pol. I would faine prove lb ; but what might yOB thinkc 
When I had feene this hot love on the wing, 

As I perceiv’d it muft tellyou that) 

Before my daughter told me; what might you • 

Or my deare Majeftie your Queen here thinkc, 

Ifl had plaid the deske, or Table-booke, ^ 

Or given m.y heart a winking, mute and duirfje^ 

Or lookt upn this love with idle %ht. 

What might yon thinke ? no,I went round to workc> 

And my young Mi flrefle thus I did be^eake : 

Lord Hamlet is a Prince out of thy Iphere, 

This mart not be : and then 1 precepts gave her, 
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That {he (hould locke her felfe from his relbrt, 

Admit no me{rengers,receivc no tokens. , ^ 

Which done, {he tooke the fruits of my advice } 

And he repellUa {hort tale to niakc, 

FellimoafadnelTe, thenintoaFaft, 

Thence to a watch, thence into a weaknelfcj 
Thence to a li^tncfrc,and by this declenfion 
Into the madnelTe wherein now he raves, 

Andallwemournefor. ^ . 

Doe you thinke ’tis this ? 

It may be very likely. t 

p«/. Haththerebeenliich atirne,! would fame tolOW that, 

That I have pofitivcly laidj’tislb. 

When it prov’d othcrwife ? 

X/'»jr.NotthatIknow. , 

Pol. Take this from this , if thisbe othcrwife , 

Ifcircumftanceslead me,Iwillfinde 

where truth is hid, though it were hid indeed 
Within the Centre. 

King. How may we try it further ? 

Pol. You know fometimes he walkcs fbure honres togethec 
Here in the Lobby. 

Queen. Sohedoesindeed; 

Pol. At luch a time lie loofe my daughter to him# 

Be you and I behind the Arras then, 

Marke the encounter; if he love her not. 

And be not from his reafon faine thereon, 

Let me be no afliftant for a State, 

But keep a Farme and Carters. 

King. W e will try it. Enter Hamlet, 

Slueen. But look where (adly the poore wretch comes reading, 
/•o/. Away, I doe befecch you both away. Exit King and, 

lie board him prefently.Oh give me leave. Queen, 

How does my good Lord 
Hiw. W ell, God a mercy. 

A*/- Doe you know me,my Lord ? 

Ham. Excellent well, you are a Filbmoneer. 

Po/. Not I my Lord. 

' E 2 Ham* 
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JiTiflw.T’hcnl would you were lb honeftamatK 

7>4>/.Honeft myLord? 

Ham. I fir,tobe honeft as this world goes 
'Is to be one man pickt out often thoufand. 

That’s very true my Lord. .... 

Ham. For if the Sunne breed maggots in a dead dogge, being* 
good killing carrion. Have you a daughter ? 

J»<r/.IhavemyLord. ^ ^ 

Ham . Let her not walke i’th Sun, conception is a blefllng, 

But as your daughter may conceive, friend looke to’c. 

Pe/. How fay you by that ? Hill harping on my daughter, yet he 
knew me not at firft,a laid I was a filh-monger, a is far gone ; and 
truly in my youth I Offered much extremity for love , very neare 
this : He fpeake to him againe. What doe you read my Lord ? - 

Ham. Word s, words, words. 

Pfi/. What is the matter my Lord ? 

Kfzw. Betvveencwho ? 

I meane the matter that you read my Lord.* 

Ham. Slanders fir : for the Satyricall Rogue faics here,that old 
men have gray beards, that their faces are wrinkled, their eyes 
purging thicke Amber, and Plum-tree Gum, and chat they havea 
plehtitull lacke of wit, together with moft weake hams, all which 
fir though I moft powerfully and potently beleeve, yet I hold it 
not honeftie to have it thus let downe, for your felfe fir (hall grow 

old, as I am, if like a crab you could goc backward. 

Fol. Though thisbe madneffe , yet there is methodin’t , will 
you walke out of the aire my Lord ? 

Into my grave. 

Pol. Indeed that’s out of the aire ; how pregnant fometimes 
bis replyes are ? a happines that often madres hits on, which rea- 
fon and fanaitie could not fo happily be delivered of. I wilHeaW 
him and my daughter. My Lord I will take my leave of you. 

Ham. You cannot take from me my thing that I wi 11 not more 
willingly part withall, except my life except my life, except my 
life. Enter ^uildenfierne a»d Rof ’.KcrAttt* 

Pal. Fare you well my Lord. 

ii/ijw, Thefe tedious old fooles. 

p»l. You goe to feeke the Lord Hamlet) there he is. ^ 



fr/W o/Dcnmarkc. 

r,/ God fave your fir. • 

t7«r7. My honoured Lord. 

T,^/ Mvtnoft dearc Lordi ^ ^ 

Bam My excellent good friends.how doR thou gttjldenfiern f 
Kh Rofencram good lads how doe youboth ? 

^ Rof. As the indifferent children ofthe earth. 

(?»;/. Happy in that we are not ever happy on fortunes cap, 

We arenot the very button. 

Ham. Nor the foies of her (hooe. 

Neither my Lord. 

Ham. Then you live about her waft, or in the middle of her fa- 

C»r/. Faith her privates we. (vors. 

Ham. In the fecrec parts of fortunc,oh moft tme,flieis a ftrum- 
pct. Whatnewes? 

Ref. None rny Lord,but the worlds growne honeft. (true. 

Then is Doomefday neere; but your newes is not 

But inthe beaten way of friendfoip, what make you at ? 

2^<>/iTovifityoumy Lord,no other occafion. 

^.Jw.Begger that I am, I am even poore in thanks, but I thank 
you, and fure^eare friends my thanks are too deare a halfe-peny ; 
were you not font for ? i s it your owne inclining ? is it a free vifita- 
tion ? come, come, deale juft ly with roe, come, come, nay (peake* 

Gajl. What fhould we fay my Lord ?; 

Ham.hny thing, but to’th purpofe,yon were font for, and there 
is a kind of confeffion in your lookes , which your modefties have 
not craft enough to colour ; I know the good King and Queene 
have lent for you. 

To what end my Lord ? 

Ham. That you muff teach me :but let me conjure you by the 
rights ofourfellowlhips, by the eonlonancyof our youth, by the 
ooligationofour ever preferved love , and by what more deare a 
better propoler can charge you withall , bee even and dirc^ with 
mewl^erbcr you were lent for or no. 

Ref. What lay you ? 

Ham Siy r' en I have an eie of y 6 u,if you love me hold not off. 

Guyl. My Lord we were lent for. 

Ham. I will tell you why, fo fhall my anticipation prevent your 
Gilcovery, and your fecrecy to the King and Queen moult no fea- 

E 3 ther;: 
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ther : 1 have of late,but wherefore 1 know not, loft all my mirth, 
forgone all cuftome of exercifes;and indeed it goes fo heavily with 
my difpofition,thacthisgoodly frame the earth feemes tomeej- 
fterillpromoncoric; thismoft excellent Canopie the aire, looke 
you, tWs brave ore-hanged firmament, this majefticall roofefret. 
ted with golden fire, why it appeareth nothing to me but a foule 
and peftilent congregation of vapours. Whatapieceaworkeis 
man ! how noble in realbnl how infinite in faculties ! in forme and 
moving how expreffe and admirable! inadion how like an An- 
gel ! in apprehenfion how like a God ! the beauty of the world, the 
paragon of animals;& yet to me what is this quinteflence of duft ? 
man delights not me, nor woman neither, though by your fmiling 
youleemetolay fo- 

Rof. My Lord there was no fuch ftuffe in my thoughts. 

Ham.Why did ye laugh then,when I laid man delights not me? 

Rof To thinke my Lord, if you delight not in man, what Lenten 
ontertainmentthePlaiersftiallreceive from you,we coated them 
on the way,and hither are they comming to offer you fervice. 

He that playes the King (hall be welcome, his Majeftic 
fhall have tribute of mee , the adventurous Knight fhall ufe his 
foy le and target, the lover (ball not figh gratis, the humorous man 
fhall end his part in peace, and the Lady fhall fay her mind freely, 
or the blankc verfe fhall halt for’t. W hat players are they ? 

Rof Eventhofe you were wont to take fuch delight in, the Tra- 
gedians of the City. 

Ham. How chances it they travell ? their refidence both in re- 
putation and profit was better both wayes. 

Rof. I thinke their inhibition comes by the meancs of the late 
innovation. - _ 

Ham. Doe they hold the lame eftimation they did when I was 

- _ .1 ^ s IL rL 




in the City ? are they lb followed ? 

No indeed,they are not. 

Ham. It is not very ftrange ; for my uncle is Kingof Dennaark, 
and thole that would make mouthes at him while my father lived, 
give twenty , forty, fifry,a hundred duckets a peece for his pidure 
in little : s’blood there is Ibmething in this more than naturall, if 
Philolbphy could finde it out. Floftrip" 

6ml. There are the players. 
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(Prince of Denmarkc,’ 

Tram Gentlemen you are welcome to your hands: 

.omethen,th’appurtenanccofwelcome is falhionandceremo- 

nrietme^mply with you in thisgarbe, left myextenttothc 
pSierc, which I tell you muft fhew fairly outwards, (hould more 
appeare like entertainment than yours ; you are welcome : but 
my Uncle-father and Aunt-mother are deceived. 

C»»/.InwhatmydeareLord? . c- 

Ham. I am but mad North North-weft, when the Wind is Sou- 
therly I know a bawke from a hand-faw. 

Enter Polonim. 

Pff/. Well be with you Gentlemen. 

Ham Wilke you Gnjldenfiernfind you too, at each eare a hea- 
renthat great baby as you fee is not yet out of his fwadling clouts. 

Rof Happely he is the fecond time come to them, for they lay 
an old man is twice a child. 

Ham. I will prophecie that be comes to tell me of the Players, 
marke it : You fay right fir, a Munday morning ’twas then indeed. 

Pel. My Lord I have newes to tell you* 

Ham. My Lord I have newes to tell you : when Rojjlm was an 
After in Rome. 

Pol. The Adfors are come hither my Lord. 

Ham, Buz, buz. 

Pol. Upon mine honour. 

Ham . Then came each After on hisafle. 

T’e/. Thebeft Aftorsintheworld,either fbrTragedy,Comedy, 
Hiftory, Paftorall, Paftorall-Comicall, Hiftorical-Paftorall feene 
indevidable, or Poem unlimited: Seneca cannot bee too heavie, 
nor Plauttu too fight for the law of writ and the liberty ; chefe arc 
theonely men. 

Ham. O Jeftha Judge of Iftael what a treafure hadft thou ? 

Pe/. What a treanite had he my Lord . r 

Ham Why onefak? daughter and no more, the which hee lo- 
ved palfing well. 

*Pol, Still on my daughter. 

Ham. Kmlnoti thrift olAJeftha'i . t . 

What fbllowes then my Lord ? 

Ham. W hy as by lot God wot , and then yon know it came to 
paffe,a5 raoft like it was ; the fir ft tow of the pans chanfon will 
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fliew you more, for looke where my abridgement comes. 

Enter the plajeri. 

i?4Jw.Youare welcome mafters, welcome all j I am glad tolec 
theevvelljwelcomegood friends; oh old friend! why thyfaceis 
valanc’d fince I faw thee laft > com’ft thou to beard mee in Den, 
m*rke ? what my young Lady and Miftrefle my Lady your Ladi- 
fhip is neercr to heaven than when I faw you laft by the altitude 
of a.ehopine, pray God your voice> like a peece of uncurrant gold, 
be not crackt within the ring ; mafters you are all welcome,wec’lI 
e’en to’c like friendly Faukne'rs , llye at any thing wee fecj wee’ll 
have a fpeech ftrait , come give us a tafte of your quality, come a 
paflionate fpeech. 

PUjer. What fpeech my good Lord ? 

Iheard thee fpeake me a fpeech once, butit was never a- 
61 ed, or if it was, not above once, for the play I remember pleafed 
not the mill ion, ’twas caviary to the generall, but it was as I recei- 
ved it and others , whole judgements in fiich matters cried in the 
top of mine , an excellent play , well digefted in the fcenes,fet 
downe with as much modefty as cunning. I remember one faid 
there were no lallets in the lines to make the matter favoury.not 
no matter in the phrafe that might indite the author ofaffeftion, 
but call’d it an honeft method, as wholefbme as fweet, and by very 
much more handlbme than fine ; one fpeech in’c I chiefly loved, 
’twas eyEneas talketo and thereabout ofit efpecially when 

he fpeakes of Priams flaughter,ifit live in your memory begin at 
this line,let me fee, let me fec,the rugged Pyrrhtu like th’ircanian 
.Beart,’tisnotit beginswithPyrr^w. The rugged i^rr^«/:hee 
^'Whofe fable armes, 

Blacke as hispurpofe did the night refembic. 

When he lay couched in th’ominous horfe, 

Hath now his dread and blacke -eompleflion fmeac'd 
With Heraldry nfore difmall head to foot : ■ 

Now is he totall Gules, horridly trickt 

With blood of fathers, mothers, daughters, fonnes* 

Bak’d and embafted with the parching ftreets. 

That lend a tyrannous and a damned light 
To their Lords murder, rofted in wrath and fire» 

And thus ae-cifed with coaguatc gore. 

With 
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with eyes like Carbuncle, the hellifli ’ " 

OldcranfirePr/^wfeekesjfo proceed you. 

pfl.Vott God my Lord welllpoken,with good accent and good 
T>laj, Anon he finds him ^dilcrction# 

Striking too fbort at Greekes, his anticke fword 
Rebellious to his arme, lyes where it falls, 

Repugnant to command ; unequall matcht, 

Pirrhus at Priam drives , in rage ftrikes wide. 



Th’unnerved father falls. 

Seeming to feele this blow, with flaming top 
Stoops to his bafe, and with a hideous crafli 
Takes priibner Pjrrhut care ; for loehis iword. 
Which was declining on the milky head 
Ofreverent Triam, feem’d i'th ayre to ftickc. 

So as a painted tyrant Pyrrhus flood. 

Like a neutrall to his will and matter. 

Did nothing; 

But as we often fee againft feme flwme, 

A filence in the heavenSjthe rackes ftand ftill, 
Thebold wind fpeechlefle, and the orbe below 
As hufh as death, anon the dreadfull thunder 
Doth rend the region : fo after Pjrrhus pawfe, 

A rowfed vengeance fets him newaworkc. 

And never did the Cyclops hammers fall. 

On ^ ars his armour, forg’d for proofe cterne, 

W ith lefle remorfe than Pyrrhus bleeding fword 
NowfallsonPrww. 

Out, out, thou ftrumpet Fortune ! all you gods 
In generall fynod take away her power, 

Breake all the fpokes and felloes from her vybecle/ 
And boule the round nave downe the hillofheaven. 
As low as to the fiends- 



This is too long. 

It {ball to the Barbers with your beard : prethee fay on, he’s 
tor a jig, or a tale of bawdry,or he fleeps j fay on, come to Hecubu. 
^'I’y.But who, ah woe had feene the mobled Queenc- 
Aww.ThcmobledC^eene ! ■ * '* 

F Pelt, 
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Pff/tf. That’s good. 

P/,*;.Run barefoot up and downejthreatning the flames, 

W ith Bifon rbume, a clout upon that head 
-Where late the diadem flood, and for a robe. 

About her lanke and all ore-teamed loynes, 

A blanket in the alarrae of fearc caught up. 

W ho this had feene, wi th tongue in venome fteept, 

’Gainft fortunes ftate would treafon have pronounc’d : 

But if the gods themfelves did fee her then. 

When fhelaw Pyrrhus make malicious Iporc 
In mincing with hisfword her husbands lirabes. 

The inftant burft of clamor that flie made, 

Unlefle things raorcall move them not at all,. 

W ould have made milch the burning eyes of heaven. 

And paflion in the gods. 

Ae/.Looke where be has not turned his colour, and has teares 
in’s eyes : prethee no more. 

//iiw.’Tis well, He have thee fpeake out the reft of this (bone. 
Good my Lord doe you fee the Players well beftowed, doe you 
heare, let them be well ufed , for they are the abftiadi and briefe 
Chronicles of tbetime; after your death you were better bavea ’ 
bad Epitaph, than theirill reportwhile you live. 

My Lord I, will ufe them according to their defert. 

Ham.GoAs bodkin man much better, ufe every man after liis 
defert, and who ftiall fcape whipping ? ufe them after your owne 
honour and dignity, the. lelTe they d^ve the more merit is in 
your bounty: Take them in. ; 'n: ’ ' 

Pel. Come firs. ^ 

Ham. Follow him ftiends,wee’ll heare a play to morrow ; doefi 
thou heare me old ftidicj, can youplay the murder of Gonx,*go ? 

P lay. 1 my \xxd. ■■ 

Ham. W ee’ll hav’t tp morrow night : you could for need ftudy 
a Ipeech of fome dofen lines, or fixteene lines , which I would let 
downe and infert in’r, could you not ? 

jPA^. I my Lord. ' 

. Ham.Vcry well : follow that Lord , and looke you mockehim 
not. My goodfriends,Ile leave you till night, you arcwclconie 
to £lfenottr, Efteuut PehandT* layers* 



TrinceofDtnmSitVe, 

Rtf. Good myLcMrd. Exit, 

Ham> \ lb, God buy to you ; now am I alone. 

0 what a Rogue and pefant flaveam 1 1 
Is it not monttrous that this Playerhere 
But in a fi(ftion, in a dreame of paflion. 

Could force his foulc lb to his owne conceit. 

That from her working all the vilage wand, 

Teares in his eyes, diftraftion in’s alped, ^ 

A broken voice, and his whole funflion luting 
With formes to his 6onceit,and all for nothing^ 

For Hecuba ? 

What’s Hecuba tohim,or hetoher, 

’That he Ihould weep for her ? what would he doe 
Had he the motive, and that for paflion 
That I have ? he would drown the ftage with teares. 
And cleave the generall care with horrid ipeech. 
Make mad the guilty, and appeale the free* 

Confound the ignorant ,and amaze indeed 
The very faculties of eyes and cares j yet I, 
Adulland muddy metled raskall,peake 
Like Jo^»-a-dreames, onpregnant of my caula 
And can fey nothing, no not for a King, 

Upon whole property and moftdeare life 
A damn’d defeat was made : am I a coward ? 

Who calls ^ villaine, breakes my pate acrofle, 
Pluckes oft my beardj and blowes it in my face, 
Twekes meby’th nofe, gives me the lye i’th throac 
As deep as to the lungs } who docs me this ? 

Hah ? s’wounds I fhould take it, for it cannot be 
But I am pigeon livery, and lacke gall 
To make oppreflion bitter, or ere this 

1 mould have fatted all the region Kites 
With this (laves offall ; bloudy,baudy villaine, 

lecherous, kindlcfle villaini 
Why what an Afle am I ? this is moft brave, 
at Ithefonne ofadeare father murthered, 

1 rompted to my revenge by heaven and hell, 

Muit like a whore unpacke my heart with words, 

.... Fa 



And 



TT)e Tragedy «/Hamlct ' 

And fall a cutfing like a very drabbc, ftallion, fie upon’c, fob. 

About my brainefij huni) I have heard 

That guilty creatures fitting at a Play 

Have by the very cunning of the Scene 

Beene ttrooke fo to the lbule,ihat prcfently 

They have proclaim’d their malefactions : 

For murther though it have no tongue will fpeakc 
With mofi miraculous organ. He have thefe Players 
Play fomething like the murther of my father 
Before mine uncle rjlc obferve his Iookes» 

He tent him to the quicke, if a doe blench 
I know my courle. The fpirit that I have feene 
May be a divell> and the divell hath power 
T’ aflume a pleafing fhapei, yea and perhaps 
Out of my weakncfft and my melancholly, 

As he is very potent with fudi fpirits, j 

Abufes me to damne me: He have grounds 
More relative than this, the Play’s the thing 
Wherein He catch the confcicnce of the King. Exit, 

E> 7 ter Kin£, Queene, Pehnias, Ofbtlia, RefeHcraus,^Hjl- 
detiSitrne ^Lords . 

King Andean you by no drift of conference 
Get from him why he puts on this confufion. 

Grating fb harfhly all his daies of quiet 
With turbulent and dangerous lunacie ? 

He does confdTe he feeies bimfelfediftrafled. 

But from what caufe he willby nomeancsipeake. 

<j^/. Nor doe we find him forward to be founded, 

• But with a crafty madneflekeepes aioofe 
W hen we would bring him on to feme confeffioft 
Ofhistrueeftate. ; . J . 

Did he receive you'well ? ' . ; 

jRo/ Moft like a Gentleman. 

Butwithmnchforeing of hisdil^ofitioti. 

Jfc/ Niggard of quefofotiytetofcwtfemands ' 

Moft free in his reply* - 

Didyou aflay him foany paftim®-? 

.Ro/ Madam, it fo fellcMt that cercaitte Flayers 

: 'i 8S^:We ■ 



frince of DtVimAi* 

Wcore-raughton the vvay, of thefe we told him, 

knA rhere did feeme in him a kind ofjoy 

tfa“f1.uh«y>re htreatateteCoutt. 

And as I thinke they have already order 

‘j'jjis night to play before him. 

Ptf/.Tis moll true, ■ n- . 

And he befeecht me to entreat your Majcllics 
joheare and fee the matter. 

With all my heart. 

And it loth much content me. 

To heare him lb inclin’d: ■ 

Good Gentlemen give him a further edge* 

And drive his purpofc into thefe delights. 

Rof. We Ihall my Lord. Exemt Rof.& 

King, Sweet Gertrard leave us two. 

For we have clofely fent for Hamlet hither. 

That he as ’twere by accident may here 
Affront Ophelia ; her father and iny felfe, 

Wee’ll fo bellow our felvcs,that feeing unfeenc 
We may of their encounter frankly judge,^ 

And gather by himas he is behav’d, 

If’tbe th’affliclion of his love or no 
That thus he fuffers for. 

fhall obey you : 

And for my part idoewilh 

That your good beauties be the hap^y caufe 
Of Hamlets wildnelTe,lb fhall I hope your vertUCS 
Will bring him to bis wonted way againe. 

To both your honours. 

Madam, J wilhitmay. 

Pol.Ofhelia walk you here : gracious lb pleafe you 
We will bellow our fclves ; read on this Bookc, 

That fhew of Inch an exercife may colour 
Your lonelinelTe : we are oft to blame in this, 

Tis too much prov’d, that with devotions vilage. 
And pious aClion we doefiigar o’rc 
The divell himfelfe. - 
’tis too true: 




How 




T^e ()/ Hamlet 

How fraart a lafb'thjitipeech dothiglve ray eonfefence 
The harlots cheeke bcautred with pflaftring arc,. , 

Is not more ugly to the thing that helpesit> 

Than is my deed to my moft painted word ; 

O heavie burden ! iEntef 

Pol. I heare him comming, withdraw myTord. 

To be, or not to be, that isthe queftion. 
Whether ’tis nobler in the mind to liiffer 
The flings and arrowes ofoutragious fortune. 

Or to take armes againft a lea of troubles, 

And by oppofing end them : To dye to fleepe 
No more ; and by a fleepe to lay we end 
The heart- ake, and the thoufand naturall Ibockes 
That flefli is heire toj ’tis.a conluramation 
Devoutly to be wilbt, to dye to fleepe. 

To fleep perchance to dreame, I there’s the mb, 

For in that fleep of death what dreames may come* 
W hen we have fliuffled off this mortall coyle 
Muft give us paufe, ther* the refped 
That makes calamity of lb long life ; 

For who would beare the whips and Icorncsoftime, 
Th opprelfors wrong, the proud mans contumely, . 
The pangs of defpifed love, and the Lawes delay. 

The inlblence of office, and the Ipurnes 

That patient merit of th’unworthy takes. 

When as himfelfe might Quietus make 

With a bare bodkin ? who would fardels beare. 

To grunt and fweat under a weary life ? 

But that the dread of Ibmething after death, 
Theundifeover’d Countrey, from whofeborne r 

No traveller retnmes, puzzels the will 
And makes us rather beare thole ills we have, 

^an fiye to others that we know not oft 
Thus confcience does make cowards. 

And thus the native hiew ofrefolution 
Is ficklied ore with the pale call of thought: 

And enterprifes ofgrcat pitch and moment. 

With thisr^ard their currents turneawry, 



frlnce e>/Denmarke* 

And lofe the name ofaftion. Soft you now. 

The faire Ophelia, Nimph in thy Orizons ? 

Be all my htis remembred ? 

Ophel- Good my Lord, 

How does your honour for this many a day ? 

JJam. I humbly thanke you, well. 

OpheJ.Uy Lord I have remembrances of yours. 

That I have longed long to re-deliver, 

I pray you now receive them. 

^Jlam, No, not I, I never gave you ought. 

Ophel. My honour’d Lord, you know right well you did< 

And with them words of lb fweet breath compofed 
As made thefe things more rich : their parfume loft, 

Take thefe againe ; for to the noble minde 
Rich gifts waxe poore when givers prove unkind. 

There my Lord. 

Ham. Ha, ha, are you honeft ? 

Ophel. My Lord, 

Ham.. Are you faire? 

Ophel. W hat meanes your Lordfliip ? 

Ham. That if you bee honeft and faire , you fliould adnrit no > 
difeoiirfe to your beauty. ' 

Ophel. Could beauty my. Lord have better commerce • 

Than with honeftie. 

Ham. I truly, for the power ofbeautie will Ibonertransfofme 
honeftie from what it is to a baud, chan the force of honeftie can 
tranflate beauty to bis likenefle ; this was Ibmetime a Paradoxe, 
but now the time gives it proofo. 1 did love you once. 

Ophel. Indeed my Lord you made mebeleeve lb. 

You fotxild not have belecv’d mee, for vertue cannot lb 
evacuate our old iiocke but we fhaflrcllifh ofit I loved yotrnoc. 
Of /jf/. I w« the niiorc deceived. ' / 

Ham. Get thee aNunry,why wouldft thoubea breeder of fin- 
felfo indifferent honeft, but yet I could accufe 'me 
Or Inch tbings,t^tic were better my mother had not born me : I 
^ ve^ prouc^reyengefuli, ambitious, with more offences at my 
ck than I have thoughts to put them in, imagination to give th£ 

. oape, or time to adf themin ijwhat Ihould fuch fellowcs as t doe 
^ crawling. 




n^e Tragedy of Hamlet 

crawling betvveene earth and heaven? we are arrant Knaves, be- 
leevenoneof us,gothy waiestoaNunry- Where’s your father? 

At home my Lord. 

Ham. Let the doorcs be fhut upon hinv ^ 

That he may play the foole no where but in’s owne houfe : 
Farewell. 

Ophel, O belpe him you fweet heavens. 

Ham.lf thou doft marry,Ile give thee this plague for thy dow- 
ry, be thou as chafle as Ice, as pure as fhow, thou (halt not efcape 
calumny, get thee to a Nunry, farewell. Or ifthou wilt needs mar- 
ry, marrie a fbole, for wifemen know well enough what monfters 
you m ake of them ; to a Nunry, goe, and quickly too, farewell. 
Ophel. Heavenly powers reftore him. 

Ham . I have heard of your paintings well enough: God hath gi- 
:n you one face, and you make your felves another, gig and am- 
ble, and you lift you nickname Gods creatures , and make your 
wantonneffe ignorance ; go too,Ile no more on’t,it hath made me 
mad : I lay we will have no moe marriages, thole that are married 
already all but one fhall live, the reft fhall keepe as they are : to a 
Nunriegoe. Exit. 

Ophel. O what a noble minde is here orethrowne ! 

The Courtiers,Souldiers, Scholars, eie, tongue, fword, • 

Th’expe£lation andRofe of the faire ftate. 

The glafle of fafhion, and the mould offbrme, 

Tfa’obferv’d of all obfervers, quite, quite downe, 

And lof Ladies moftdejeft and wretehedj 
That luckt the honey of his Muficke vowes ; 

Now fee what noble and moft Ibvcraighe realbn 
Like Iweet bels jangled out of time, and harfh, 

That unmatcht forme and ftature ofblowne youth 
Blaftedwithextafie. Owoeisnie ’ ^ " 

T’ have feen what I have feen, fee what I feel Exit'. 

Enter King andEeltmtii. * 

King."Lovt ! his affections doe not that way tend, ’ 

For what he Ipake, though it lackt forme a little, 
Wasnotlikemadnes,there’slbmethinginhislbdIe -t; 

Ore which his melancholy fits on 'brood. 

And I doe doubt the haten and thSdifclole 

^ Will 



IPr/wff «/ Dcnmarke.’ 

Will be feme danger ; which for to prevent 

I have in quickedetermination 

Thus fet downe : he fhall with Ipeed to England, 

For the demand of our negle(fted tribute ; 

Haply the Seas and Countries different. 

With variable objcCls fhall expell 
This Ibmetbing fetled matter in his heart, 

Whereon his braines ftill beating. 

Puts him thus from fafhion of himfclfe. 

What tfainke you on’t ? 

Ptf/. It fhall doe well : 

But yet I doe beleeve the origen and commencement ofic 

Sprung from ncgle(fted love : how now 

You need not tell us what Lord Hamlet laid. 

We heard it all : my Lord doe as you pleafe. 

But if you hold it fit, after the Play, 

Let his Queen-mother all alone entreat him 
To fhew his griefe ; let her be round with him. 

And He be plac’d ( fb pleafe you) in the eare 
Ofall their conference : if fhe find him not. 

To England fend him, or confine him where 
Your wifdome beft fhall chink. 

- King. It fhall be fb, 

Madnefle in great ones muft not unmatcht goe. Exeunt. 

Enter Hamlet yUnd three of the Players, 

Ham. Speake the fpeech I pray you as I pronounc’d it to you, 
trippingly on the tongue; but if you mouth it, as many of our 
Players do, I had as lieve the Towne-crier fpoke my lines: nor do 
not favv the aire too much with your hand,thus, but ufe all gently; 
or in the very torrent tempeft, and, as I may fay , whirle- wind of 
your paflion you muft acquire and beget a temperance that may 
peit fmoothneffe : Oit offends meqiothc.fb.ule to hearearo- 
mhousPerwjg-pated fellow tcare a paflion to totters, to very 
P, the ground-lings, who for the moft part 

but inexplicable dumbe fhewes and noife: 
hJj afellow whipt for ore-doing Tcrmagant,it out- 

pray you avoid it. ^ 

1 warrant your honoiBT. 

G Ham. 
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"TheTra^edyofYisLmkt 

r Frfw. Be not too came neither, but let your own dilcretionlx | 

yourtutor;fucetheaaiontotheword, the word to the aftW ! 
with thisfpeciallobfervance , that you orc-ftep.noc the modeftic j 
ofNaturerForanythingfoore-donexsfromthc purpofeofpia. S 

incy whofe end both firftj ^nd now>vvas and is^ to hold as tvverc '' 
theMirrouruptonature,to {hew vertue her feature, fcornchcr 
©ivne image, and the very age and body of the time his forme anil 
prefluremowthisover-efone, or come tardy ofj though itmaket 
the unskilfull laugh , cannot but make the judicious grieve; the 
cenfure of which one muftin your allowance orc-wejghawhofe 
Theater of others. O there be Players chat I have feene play, and i 
heard others praife,and that highly, not to fpcak xt profanely, that 
neither having the accent of Chriftians, nor the gate of Chrifliaoj 
Pagan, nor man,have fo ftrutted and bellowed, that I have thought 
Ibme of Natures Journy-men had made men>and not madethem 

welljthey imitated humanity fo abominably. 

hope we have reformed that indifitcrently with us. 

Ham. O refornae it-alcogether : and let thofe that play yom 
Clownesfpcakenomorethanisfetdowne for them, for there be 1 
of them that will themfelves laugh, to let on fome quantitieof [ 
barren fpedfators tolaugh too, though in the meane time Tome 1 
neceflTary queliion of tbePlay betben to be confidered : that’s v^. i 
lanous , and (hewes a moff pitifull ambition in the Foole thatu- [ 
. fes it :goe, make you ready. How now my Lord? willche.Kii^ ^ 
hcarc this piece of work e ? ; 

Enter Pol0Mim,^«jldef}fierne,andRofet3cram,. ) 

Pol. And the Queene too, and that prefently. : _ | 

Ham. Bid the Playersmake baft-e.Will you two help to bafteii 
I my Lord. Exeunt tho[e tveo. {'theni' | 

Ham.Vl\\Xih.ot,Horatiot 
Hora. Hcrefweec Lord, at your fcrvice. 

Ham. Horatio, thou art ecn as juft a maa 
■As ere my converlationcop’t withalL 
O my deare Lord. 

Nay, doe not thinke I flatter. 

For what advancement may I hope from thee 
That no revenue haftbut thy good {pints 

To feed and death thee ? why (hould the poor be flauaed * ^ 




(PrMce 0 / Denmarkc; 

No let the candied tongue licke abfurd pompe, 
Andcrooke the pregnant hinges oHhe k«iee 
Where thrift may follow fawning : doeft thou hcarc ? 
Since my dcarc foule was Miftris of her choice. 

And could of men diftiuguifh her elcd^n. 

Si’atb fcal’d thee for her fclfe: for thou haftbia 
AS one in fuffering all that fufiers nothing ; 

A man thatfortutlesbuftcts and rewards 
Haftta’n with equall thanks ;and bicftarcthofe 
Whofe blood and judgement are fo wellcomedled 
That they arc not a pipe for fortunes finger. 

To {bund what fliop (he pleafe : give me that man 
That is not paffions flave, and 1 will weare him 
In my hearts core, I, in my heart of heart, 
Asidocthcc. Something too much of this j 
There is a play to night before the King, 

One Scene of it comes ncere thecircnmflance 
Which I have told thee of my Fathers death j 
I prethee when thou feeft that Ad on foot 
Even with the very comment of thy foule 
Oblerve my uncle : if his occulted guilt 
Doe not it felfe unkenncll in one fpcech. 

It is a damned Ghoft that we have focne. 

And my imaginations are as foule 
As ftithy :give him heedfiill note, 

• For I mine eyes will rivet to his facei 
And after we will both our judgements joiiitf 
Incenfure of his {ceming. 
fferrf. Well .my Lord, 

Ifa ftealeought thcwhijft this Play is playing 
And {cape detedion, I will pay the theft. 

Snter Trumpets and Kettle Drums, Kinj^t 
' Sliteen,Poloniw,Opheli4. 

_K*w.Thcy arc commingto the pky,I mufl: be idfo. 
wtyouaplace. : O- . 

How fares ow Qjufin ; 

- Excellent ifiiich, 
vftacCamcleons di£b,I eattheaire, 

V.V.. ‘ G2 ' ■ 



Pro- 
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Tlje Trageiy ®/ HamFet , 

Promifc-cram’d,you cannot feed Capons fo. 

King - 1 have nothing with this an^er , 

Thcfe words arc not mine. 

ff4w. No, nor fnine now my Lord, 
y on plai’d once in the UraverTity you fay. 

j>oU That did I my Lord, and was accounteda good A6lor. 

Ham. What did you cr»a 

ToL I did enaft I was kill’d i’th Capitoll, 

Brntui kill’d me. ^ * 

Ham. It vVas a brute pact of him to kill lb capkall a calfe theft. 
Be the Players ready? 

Ro^. T my Lord, they ftay t^n your patience. 

^er. Come hither my deare Hamlet, fit by me. 

Ham.^o good mother, here’s metall moreattra^ive. 

' Pc/.Oho,doeyoumarkethaE? . 

Lady, fhall I lye in your lap ? 

Ophel. No my Lord. 

/Ajiw. Doe you thinke I meant Countrey matters ? 

I thinkc nothing my Lord. 

Ham.Thn’s a faire tteughkb lye between maids legs. 

0/)i6<r/. What ismy Lord? • 

£T«>w. Nothing. 

Ophel. You are merry my Lord. 

Ham. 'Who I? .. J' • 

I my Lord. '*5 ' : : 

Ham. O God 1 your onely J%- maker, what fhould a man doe 
but be merry : for lookeycu how . cheerfully my mother lookes, 
and my father died within’s two houres. 

Opi&#/.Nay,’tistwicetwo monethsmy Lord. 

Ham. So long 1 jsay then let idle divell weaie blacbjfor lie Haw 
a lute of fables ; Q heavens / dye two months agoe, and not fix- 
gotten yet 1-chen there’s hope a great mans memory may out-live 
his life halfe a yeere; but berLady a muft build Churches then, or 
elfe fliall a ftrffec not thinking on, with the Hobby-horle,whofc E- 
pitaph isjforO, for O, the Hobby-horfe is forgot, ' ^ 

The Trumpets fomid.y^ Dumhe'flsewfelleweSt. ' 

Enter a Ki>^anda Queen, theQueeneemi>raei»ghim,ani^f 
her, he takes uf, and declines hie head upon her uecks, he Ip^ 



(Prirtee of Den marke. 

dotene upon a hanh offiomrs , Jhefee^l him apepe le^er 
; a„on come sin another man , taps of hu 



tZespoifon in the pepers eares, and leaves hint : the Queen re- 



^StmtVeeVrfoure corses inafain,feem to condole ■ieith her, 
the dead body is carried away, the poif mer woes the Queene with 
fffts,(he jeemes karjhawhtle,but in the end accepts love. 

^ Ophel. What meanes this my Lord ? 

ffam- Marry it is munching Mall'tco, it meanes milcnicfe. 
Ophel. Belike this Ihew imports the argument of the Play. 
Bam. We Iball know by this fellow. Enter Prologue. 
The Players cannot keepe, they’ll tell all. 

Ophd. Will a tell us what this fhew meant ? 

Ha. I, or any Ibew that you will fhew him,be not you aftiam d 
to Ibewjhee’ll not Ibame to tell you what it meanes. 

Ophel. You are naught, you are naught, He marke the Play. 

For us and for our Tragedy, 

Here Hooping to your clemency, . 

We begge your hearing patiently. 

Is this a Prologue, or the pofie of a ring 
Opi&<r/. ’Tis briefe my Lord. 

As womans love. 

Enter King and Queene. 

King. Full thirty times hathP^<j?^«f Cart gone round 
fait wafh, and Te//a» orb’d the ground. 

And thirty dozen Moones with borrowed fbcene 
About the world have tvyelve times thirty been, • V 

Since love our hearts, and did our hands 

Unitecommutuallinmoft facred bands. 

^we.Somany journies may the Snn and Moone 
Make Us againe count ore ere love be done; 

But woe is me, you are fofickeoflate, 

Sofarrefrom.cheere,and from your former ftatci 
That I diftrnft you ; yet though I diftruft, 

Difcomfbrt you my Lord it nothing muft. 

For women foare too much, even asr they love> 

And womans feare and love hold cjuantity. 

Either none, in neither ought, or in extremity. 

G a Nbw 



'ThTTfAge^y of Hamlet 

Now what my love is proofe hath made you know , 

And as my love is ciz’d my feare is ft> : 

W here love is great , the littlcft doubts arc fcarc ; 

Where little fears grow great jgreat love grows there. 

Faith I rauft leave thee lovc,and fliortly tOQ» 

My operant powers their functions leave to doe. 

And thou (halt livcin this faire world beliind, 
Honour’djbclov'd, and haply one as kind 
For husband (halt thou. 

Quee. O confound the reft 
Such love muftneeds be treafon in my breaft. 

Infecond husband let me be accurft. 

None wed the Iccond but who kill’d the firft : ffam.lhn's 

The inftances that fecond marriage move wormwood. 

Are bafe relpc^ of thrift,bnt none of love : 

A fecond time I kill my husband dead 
W hen (econd hu^jb^nd kilTes me in bed. 

Kifig. I do beleeve you thinke what now you (peak. 

But what we doe determine oft we breake, 

Purpole is but the (lave to memom 
Ofwolcntbirthjbutpoore validity; . 

Which now the fruit unripe ftickes on the tree. 

But fall unlhaken when they mellow 
Mod ncce(Tary ’tis that we forget 
T o pay our (elves what to our felves is debt ; 

What to our (elves in paffion we propole. 

The pa(fion ending doth the purpoie Idc ; 

The violence of either griefc or joy 

Their owne ena£lures wi^h thcmfclves de(b"oy ; 

W here joy moft revells griefe doth moft lament : 

Griciejoy, joygriefeSjon (lender accident. 

This world is not for aye, nor ’tis not ftrange, 

That even our loves (bould with our fortunes change: 

For 'tis a queftion left us yet to prove, > 

Whether love lead fortune, dr elfe fortune love. ^ 

The great man downexyou marke his favourite flies. 

The poore advanc’d makes friends of enemies ; 

And hitherto doth Ipvc on foaune tend^ 



^mce 0/ Dchmarke. 

For who not needs (hall nevw lacke a friend, 

And who in want a hollow friend doth try, 

Direaiy feafons him his enemy. 

But orderly to end where I begun, 

Oarwills and fates doe lo contrary run. 

That our devices ftill are overthrowne : 

Our thoughts are ours, their ends none of our owne . 

So thinke thou wilt no fecond husband wed. 

But dye thy thoughts when thy firft Lord is dead. 

Quff> Nor earth to me give food, nor heaven lights 
Sport and repofe locke from me day and nighfa 
To defperation turne my truft and hope. 

And Anchors chcerc in prifon be my (cope, 

Each oppofitethat blankes the face ofjoy. 

Meet what 1 would have well, and it deftroy ; 

Both here and hence purfne me lading ftrife, /T<i»?.lffbe (Tiould 
If once I be a widow, ever I be a wife. break it now . 

Ki»g> 'Tis deeply Iworne : fiveet leave me here a while. 

My fpirits grow dull, and faine I would beguile 
The tedious day with deep. 

Quee Slceprockethybraine,' 

And never come milcbanccbetweene us twaine. Mxtunti 

Ham, Madam, how like you this play ? 

The Lady doth proteft too much me thinkes. 

O but fhee’ll keepe her word. 

Xw.Havc you heard the argument ? is there no offence in’t ? 
Ham, No, no, they doc but jeft, poifbn in jeft, no offence i’th 
What doe you call the play ? (world. 

Hamlet Moufe-trap ; marry how ? tropically .This play is the 
ifflageofa murtherdone InFiema, g«n3jagois the Dukes name, 
his wife Baptifia, you fhall fee ‘ anon j ’f is a knavifh piece of work, 
but what of that ? your Majeftie and we (hall have free Ibules, it 
touches us not ; let the galled jade winch ,. our withers arc un- 
wrung. This is one Lhcmmu Nephew to the King. 

Enter Luciantu. 

Ophel, You are as good as a Chertu my Lord. 

■u ^ interpret betweene you and your love 
a” could fee the puppits dallying. 

V Opheh 
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Ophei.Yon are keene my Lord> you arc keenft. 

Ham. It would coft you a groaning to take off mine edge. 

Still better andworfe. 

ham. So you miftake your husbands. Begin murtherer, leave 
thy damnable faces and begin, come, the croking raven doth bel- 
low for revenge. 

Lwe.Thoughts black, hands apt,drugs fit, and time agreeing, 
Confiderate leafon, elfe no creature feeing, 

Thou mixture ranke,of midnight weeds coHe(Sled, 

With bane thrice blafted, thrice infe6ted, - 

Thy naturall magicke,and dire property. 

On whoUbme life uiiirps immediately. , 

Ham.h poifbns him i’th garden for his eftate,his namc’s^we^- 
^a,the ftory is extant,and written in very choice Italian:you fhall 
foe anon how the murtherer gets the love of Gouajagoes wife. 

Ophel, The King riles. 

How fares my Lord ? 

/’fll. Give ore the play. 

King. Give me fome light, away. 

Pol. Lights, lights, lights. Exeunt all hut Ham & Horatio, 

Ham. Why let the ftrucken Deere goe weep. 

The Hart ungalled play, r 

For fome muft watch whileft fome muft deep. 

Thus runs the world away. Would not this fir,and a forrcftoffea- 
thers,ifthe reft of my fortunes turnTurk with me, with provincial 
Rofes on my raz’d ftiooes,get me a fellowftiip in a city of plaiers ? 

Hora.Hiife a (bite. 

A whole one I. 

Forthou doeft know O Damon deare 
This realms diCnantled was 
pf^o-y^ himfelfe, and how raigncs here 
A very very paiocke. 

Hora. You might have rim’d.- 

Ham. O gocd Herat w,lle take the Ghofts word for a thoufttid 
pound. Didft perceive ? 

Very well my Lord. . 

Ff<i«?.Uponthe talke ofthepoifbning. ' 

I did very well note him. 

Ham. 



It 



£09 






Prince of Dcrimarkc,' 

Ham. Ah ha, come feme muficke, come the Recorders, 

For if the King likes not the Comedy, 

Why then belike he likes it not perdie. 

Come, fome muficke. ,j a 

Enter Rofencram and ^uyldenflerne, 

Gml. Good my Lord vouchfafe me a word with you. 

Ham. SirawholeHiftorie. 

The King fir. 

Hrfw-Ifiowhatofhim? 

GhjI. Is in his retirement marvellous diftempered. 

Ham. With drinke fir? 

No my Lord, with choler. 

ffrfw.Yourwifedomefhouldfbew it felfe more richer tofig- 
nifie this to the Do6tor ; for for mee to put him to his purgation, 
would perhaps plunge him into more cholcr. 

Gujl. Good my Lord put your difoourfe into fome frame. 

And flare not fo wildly upon my affaire. 

Ham. I am tame fir, pronounce. 

Gujl. The Quecne your mother in moft great afHiiff ion of Ipi- 
ritjhath font me to you. 

Ham. You are welcome. 

(^» 7 .Nay good myLord,this courtefie is not of the right breed, 
if it (hall pleafe you to make mee a wholfbme anfwer , I will doe 
yourmotnerscommandement, if not, your pardon andmyre- 
turne fhall be the end of the bufineffe. 

Ham.sk I cannot. 

Ref. W hat my Lord ? 

flii.Make you a wholfbme anfwer, my wit’s difeas’d, but fir, fijch 
anfwer as I can make you fhall command, or rather as you fay, my 
mother ; therefore no more,but to the matter, my mother you fay. 

Ref. Then thus (be faies, your behaviour hath ttrooke her into 
amazement and admiration. 

Ham. O wonderfull fonne that can fo aftonifh a mother ! but is 

*^his mothers admiration ? impart. 
^/.She defires to fpeak with you in her clofet ere you go to bed. 
We fhall obey, were fhe ten times our mother j have you 

any further trade with us? ^ 

My Lord you once did love me. 

PP Ham, 



' ; i' 1| 
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jFTrfiw. And doe ftill by chefe pickers and flealcrs. * 

Rof. Good my Lord what is your caufe of dirtempcr ? you (}qj 
forely barre the doore upon your owne liberty , if you deny yom 
griefes to your friend. 

Ham, Sir Llacke advancement. [ 

%of. How can that be>when you have the voice of the Kingfifm, 
fcife for your fucceffion in Denmarke ? 

Enter the Players with Recorders. 

Ham . I fir, but while the grafle growcs ; the proverbe is fome- ' 
thing mufty : oh the Recorders, let me (ee one , to withdraw with ' 
you ; why doe you goe about to recover the wind ofme , as if yoy ■ 
woulddrivemeintoatoile? . 

Ch.O myLordjif my duty be too bold,my love is too unmauerly ' 
Ha.\ do not well underftand that : will you play upon this pipe? , 
Guyl. My Lord I cannot. j 

I pray you. » I 

^tiyl. Beleeve me 1 cannot. ' 

Ham. 1 befeech you. 

Cayl. I know no touch ofit my Lord. ' 

Ham.lx. is as eafie as lying ; govern thele ventages with your fin* ' 
gers and the thumbe, give it breath with your mouth , and it will '* 
difeourfe moft eloquent mufick : look you,thefe are the flops. I 

(jteyL But thefe cannot I command to any utterance of harmo* ! 
ny, I have not the skill. ■ 

Why look you how how unworthy a thing you makeof 
me, you would play upon me, you would leeme to know my flops, 
you would plucke out the heart of my myflerie, you would (bund : 
mee from my loweft note to my compafle, and there is much mo- 
ficke, excellent voice in this little organ , yet cannot you makeit ; 
lpeake,s’bloud do you think I am eafier to be plaid on than a pips? | 
Call me what inflrument you will , though you fret me not, yoa , 
cannot play upon me. God blefle you fir. I 

Enter Polonius. 

My Lord the Queen would Ipeak with you, and prclcntly. 
/A1.D0 you fee yonder cloud that’s almoft in fhape ofa camel? ; 
Pol. By’th mafle and ’tis like a Camell indeed. 
A/ 4 a>.Methinkesitislikea WczelL 1 

td. It is blacke like a Wezell. I 
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Prince of Denmark^ 

jy^w.Or like a whale. 

MVery like a Whale. 

mm. Then I will come to my mother by and by ; 

They foole me to the top of my bent. I will come by and by. 

Leave me friends. 

I will, fay fo. By and by is eafily laid.^ 

’Tis now the very witching time of night, 

When Church-yards yawnc, and hell it felfebreathes out 
Contagion to the world ; now could I drinke hot blood. 

And doefbeh bufinefle as the bitter day 

Would quake to looke on : foft, now to my mother, 

0 heart lofe not thy nature ! let not ever 
The foule of N<ro enter this firme bolbmc ! 
Letmebecruell,not unnaturall. 

1 will fpeake daggers to her, but ufe none. 

My tongue and foule in this be hypocrites ; 

How in my words foever (he be fhent, 

-To give them leaks never my foule content. 

Enter KingjRofencratts^ndGuyldenfierHe. 

King. I like him not, nor ftands it lafe with us 
To let his madneffe range ; therefore prepare you , 

I your Commiffion will forthwith difpatch. 

And he to England fhall along with you. 

The tearmes of our eftate may not endure 
Hazzard fo neare us as doth nourely grow 
Outofhisbrowes. 

Guyl. We will our felves provide ; 

Moft holy and religious feare it is 
T 0 keepe thofe many many bodies lafe 
That live and feed upon your Majefly. 

Ro[. The Angle and peculiar life is bound 
Wkh all the flrength and armour ofthe mind 
To keepe it felfe from noyance, but much more 
That fpirit, upon whole weak depends and refts 
The lives of many :the cefle ofMajefty 
%esnot alone, but like a gulfe doth draw 
What sneareit with it : or it is a maffie wheele, 
wt on the fomnet of the higheft mount, 

‘ Ha 




The Tragedy Hamlet 

To whofe huge fpolces ten thoufand lefler things 
Are inorceift and adjoin’d, which when it falls, 

Each iinall antiexment , pettie confequence 
Attends the boiftrous raine, never alone 
Did the King figh,but a generall grone. 

Arme you I pray you to this fpeedy voiage, 
For we will fetters put aDCutthis feare 
W hich now goes too free footed. 

Hof. W e will make hafte. Exeunt Gent. 

Enter Polonitfs, 

Pol. My.I>ord hee’s going to his mothers clofet. 
Behind the Arras He convay my felfe 
To heare the procefle,He warnt Ihee’l tax him home. 
And as you faid, and wifely was it faid, 

Tis meet that feme more audience than a mother. 
Since nature makes them partiall, Htould ore-heare 
The (peech of vantage ; fare you Well my Liege, 
lie call upon you ere you goeto bed. 

And tell yon what I heare. Exit* 

X/»^.Thankes dearemyLord. 

0 my offences ranke, it fmels to heaven. 

It hath the primall eldeft curfe upon’t j 
A brothers murder ; pray can Inot, 

Though inclination beas fharpe as will. 

My ftronger guilt defeats my ftrongintent ; 

And like a man to double bufinefle bound, 

1 Hand in paufe where I fhajli firftbegini 
And both negleifl : what if this curfed Irand 
Were thickerthan it felfe with brothers blood ? 

Is there not raine enough in the fweet heavens 
To wafli it white as Ihow ^wtiweto ferveS mercy. 

But to confront the vifags ofoflt^nce ? ' 

And what’s in prayer,but this twofold force. 

To be fbreftalled ere we come to fall, 

Or pardon being downe ? then He lookeup : 

My fault is paft : but oh ! what forme of prayer 
Can ferve my turne ? forgive me my foule murthcr ? 
That cannot be,fince I am ftill poflfell 



frince o/Dcnmarke. 

of thofe affe61s for which I did the murthcr, 
MyCrowne.mine owne ambition, and my Queene i 
Ivlay one be pardoned and retaine th’oftence ? 

In the corrupted currents of this world 
Offences guided hand may fhew by juftice. 

And oft ’tis feene the wicked prize it felfe 
Buyesout the Law ; but ’tis not fo above. 

There is no fhuffling, there the a<ftion lyes 
In his true nature, and we our felvcs compeld 
Even to the teeth and forehead of our faults 
To give in evidence : what then ? what refts ? 

Try what repentance can ; what can it not ? 

Yet what can it when one cannot repent ? 

0 wretched ftate ! O bolbme blacke as death 1 

0 limed foule ! that ftrugglingtobeffee. 

Art more ingaged ! helpe Angels, make allay. 

Bow ftubborh knees,and heans with firings of fleele 
Be foft as finnewes of the new-borne babe. 

All may be well. Enter Hamlet, 

Jlam.Novf might I do it, but now a is praying, 

And now He do’t, aud lb a goesto heaven. 

And lb am I reveng’d ? that would be fcann’d j 
A villaine kills my father, and for that - 

1 his Ible fonne doe this lame villaine fend 

Toheaven: ' 

Why this is bale and fil ly, — — not revenge ; 

A t wke my father groflely, full of bread. 

With all hisenimes broad blowne, as flulh as May, 
And how his audit flahds who knowes lave heaven? 
But in our circumftance and courfe of thought , 

Tis heavie wkh him ;^ndam Lthen. reveng’d 

To take him in the purging of his foule, 
Whenheisfitandfeafoned for his pallage ? 

thou a more horrid hent, 
Whenlwisdrunke,afleep, orin his rage, 
yr in th’inceftuous pleafureofhis bed, 

. Atgame,afwearing, orabontlbme a6t 
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That has no rellifli of (alvation in’cj 

Then trip him that his heele may kicke at heaven. 

And that his ioule may be as damn’d and blacke 
As hell whereto it goes : my mother ftayes. 

This Phyfickebut prolongs thy fickly dayes. 

K ing. My words flye up, my thoughts remaine below, 

W ords without thoughts never to heaven goe. 

Enter Gertrardand Polonim. 

Pol. A will come ftrait, looke you lay home to him, 

Tell him his prankes have bin too broad tobeare with. 

And that your grace hath fereen’d and flood bet wcene 
Much heat and him. lie filence me even here. 

Pray you be round. Enter Hamlet. 

Cer.\ le warrant you, feare me not, 

W ithdraw, I heare him cbmming. 

Ham. Now mother what’s the matter? 

Cer. Hamlet thou haft thy father much offended. 

H am. Mother you have my father much offended. 

C er. Come, come, you anfwer with an idle tongue. 

Ham- Goe, goe, you quettion with a wicked tongue. 

Ger. Why how now Hamlet I 
Ham. What’s the matter now ? 

Have you forgot me ? 

Ham. No by the Rood not fb, 

Youarethe Queene, your husbands brothers wife. 

And would it were not fb, you are my mother. 

^er. Nay then He let thofe to you that can fpeake. 

Ham, Corne, come, and lit you downe, you fhall not budgCi 
You goe not till I let you up aglaffe 
W here you may fee the mott part of you. 

Ger. What wiltthou doe I thou wilt not murder me ? 
Helpeho. 

Pol. W hat hoe helpe. 

Ham. How now, a Rat, dead for a Ducket, dead, 

Pol. O I am flaine. ' 

O me, what haft thou done? 

Hrfw, Nay I know not, is it the King ? 

Ger. O what a rafti andbloody deed is this ! 

. Hm 



prince of Dcnmarke. 

jjatn Abloudy deed, almoft as bad good mother 

Ac kill a King^and marry with his brother. 
^(7,rAskillaK.ng? 

I Lady, It was my word. 

Thou wretched, rafh, intruding foole farewell, 

I tookc thee for thy better, take thy fortuncj 
Thou findeft to be too bufieis fbme danger. 

Leave wringing of your bands, peace, fit you downe. 

And let me wring your hearr, for fo I fhall 

Ifit be made of penetrable Ruffe, .. . 

Ifdamned cuftome have notbraz’d it fb, 
Thatitbeproofeandbulwarkeagainftfenfe. . r 
ger. What have 1 done, that thou dareft wagge thy tongue 
In noife lb rude againft me ? 

//■(jiw.Suchanadl 

That blurres the grace and blufh of modefty. 

Cal Is vertue hypocrite, takes off the Rofe 
From the faire forehead of an innocent love. 

And fets a blifter there, makes marriage vowes 
As falle as Dicers oathes : Oh luch a deed 
As from the body ofeontradfion pluckes 
The very foule , and fweet Religion makes 
A rapibdie of words, heavens face does glow 
Ore this (blidity and compound maffe 
W ith heated vi fage, as againft the doome. 

Is thought-ficke at the a<5f . 

Quee. Ay me, what a<ft ? 

Hn.That roares fo loud,and thunders in the Index ; 
looke here upon this pidf ure , and on this, 

The counterfeit prefentment of two brothers ; , 

See what a grace was feated on his brow, 

Hiferiens curies, the front of Jove himfelle. 

An eye like to threaten and command, 

A flation like the Herald 2tdercury 

New lighted on a heave, a killing bill, 

A combination and forme indeed 

WhCTc every god did feeme to fet his feale, 

' 0 give the world affurance of a man. 
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This was your husband : look you now what fbllowsj 
Here is your husband, like a mildew’d eare, 

Blafting his wholfome brother : have you eyes ? 
Could you on this taire mountain leave to feed, 

And batten on this moore ? ha ! have you eyes ? 

Yon cannot call it love, for at your age 
The heyday in theblood is tame, it’s humble. 

And waits upon the judgement ; and what judgment 
Would ftep from this to this ? fenfe fore you have, 
EHe could you not have motion ,but fore that fenfc 
Is apoplext, for madnefle would not erre. 

Nor fenfe to extafie was ne’er fo thrall’d. 

But it referv’d feme quantity of choice 
To lerve in foch a difference : What divell was’c 
That thus hath couzen’d you at hodman-blind ? 

Eies without feeling, feeling without fight, 

Eares without hands, or eyes, fmelling fans all. 

Or but a fickly part of one true fenfe 

Could not fo mope. Oh lhame '.‘where is thy blulb ? 

Rebellious hell. 

If thou canft mutinein a Matrons bones 
To flaming youth, let vertue be as waxe 
And melt in herowne fire, proclaimeno fliame 
When the compulfive ardure gives the charge. 

Since froft it felfe as actively doth burne. 

And reafon pardons will. 

^er. O H*«»/(fr/peakenomorc, 

Thou turn’d: my very eyes into my foule. 

And there I fee foch blacke and grieved Ipots 
As will leave there their tin(ff. 

Nay but to live ' ’ 

Stew’d incorruption, honying and making love 
Over the nafty ftye. 

Thefe words like daggers enter in mine eares. 

No more fweet 
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Trince of Denmsirk^ 

A {lave that is not twentieth part thekytti; , ’ 

Of your precedent Lord, a'viceofKingSi ^ . 

A Cut-purfe ofthe Empire and the rule, 

Thatfronia lhelfe the precious diadem ftole, ' 

And put it in his pocket. Enter GhtSi* 

A King of flireds and patches. 

Save me and hover ore me wMi yOur wrings 
You heavenly guards : what would your gracious figure ? 
f7<rr.Alafl'ehee’smad. 

Ham- Doe you not come yout tardie fonne to chide, 
‘Tbatlap’ftintime,andpaflionletsgbeby u 
Th’important a6Hng.of your dread command? Oiajr t . ' ' 

Doe not fOrget : this vifitation 
Is but to whet thy almoft blunted purpofe. 

But looke,amazement on thy mother fits ; 
Oftepbetweene her and-htrfighing foule:! ;5i=;..' 

Conceit in weakefl: bodiesfttoi^eft workes* 
Speaketoher2L«w/^#. • 

HamMovt is it witfa^yodLady ? 

Ger. Alaffehowis’t withyOn, 
Thatyoudoebendyourcyconvacancie, - 
And with th’incorfforall aire do hold difcOurie? 

Forth at your eyes your Ipirits wildly pcepe. 

And as tne fleeping Sonldiers in th’alarme. 

Your beaded haire like life in excrements 
Starts up and ftands an end tOgentlefonne! : 

Upon the heat and flame of ftby diftemper 
Sprinkle code patience j whereon docyou looke? 
Ham.On him,on him,look you how pale he glercs. 

His forme and caufe conjoin’d, preaching to ftones 
Would make them capable ; doe hot look upon me* 

Left with this piteous aftioo you convert 
% fterne effefts j then whac I haveto doe 
Will want true colour, teares perchance for blood. 

Gffr. To whomdoe you fpeake this ? ; 

«<tw. Doe you fee nothing there ? 
y«r.Nothingiit all, yct all chat is there I fee; 

Nor did you nothing heafe.^ 






Tl^e Tragedy ©/Hamlet 

C?^r- No nothing blit our felves. 

Ham. Why lookc you there, lookc how it ftcalcs away, 

My father in his habit as he liv’d, 

Looke where he goes’, even now out attheportall. Exitghofi, 
Ger. This is the very coy nage of your braine, 

This bodilcffe creation extafie is very cunning in.. 

Ham. My pulfe as yours doth temperately keep time, 

And makes as healthful! mufick : it is notmadneffe 
That I have uttred, bring me to the teft. 

And 1 1 he matter wi 11 re-word, which madnefle 
Would gambole from. Mother, for loveof grace 
Lay not this flat^trmgtinilion toyouf (bule. 

That not your trefpaffe but my madnefle fpeakesj 
It will but skin and filme the ulcerous place. 

Whiles ranke corruption mining all within 

Infedls unleene : contefie your felfe to heaven, ' ^ 

Repent what's paft, avoid what iyioebme, ' 

And doe not (pread the compoft on the weeds 
To make them ranker : forgive me this my vertue, 
ForinthefacnefleofthefepurfietimeS' 

Vertue it felfe ofvice muftpardonbegge, ; 

Y ea courb and wooe for leavd to doe him good. ' 

Ger. O Hamlet,tho\x haft cleft my heart in twaine. 

Ham. O throw away the worler part of it. 

And leave the purer with the other halfe. 

Goodnight, but goe not tomy unties bed, i 

Afliime a vertue ifyou have it hdr. 

That monfter cuftome,who all fenfe doth cat. 

Of habits divell, is Angel yet in this. 

That to the ufe of a<ft ionsAire and good t* 

Helikewife giYesafrocfeebrLivcryr-'l'li'.f ’ - ' 

That aptly is put on; refrain to ni^t, ; 

Andtbatlhalllendafcindeofeafinfefler ' r-' -•« 

Tothenextahftinencc,thenextmoreeafte;- 

For ufe almoft can change the ftampe of nature, ’■ ' 

And mafter the DivelI,or throw him out 

With wondrous potency : Once more good|night. 

And when you are defirous tobc bleft 



Trince 0/ Dentn^rkc^ 

llcblefllngbeg ofyou ; for this fame Lord 
I doc repent, but heaven hath pleas d it lo, 

Lo punifti me with this, and this with me. 

That I muftbetheir fcourge and miniftcr ; 

I willbeftow him, and will anfwer well 
The death I gave him ; fo againe good night. 

I muft be crucll onely to be kinde. 

Thus bad begins, and worfe remaines behind* 

One word more good Lady. , 

Gw. Whatfhallldoe? • ■ , * 

ffam.Noc this by no meanes that I bid you doe, 
let the blowt King tempt you to bed againe, 
pinch wanton on your cneeke,call you his Moufe, 
And let him for a paire of reechy kiffes. 

Or padling in your necke with his damn’d fingers. 
Make you to ravell all this matter out. 

That I eflentiaily am not in madnefle. 

But mad in craft ; ’twere good you let him know, 

For who that’s but Queen, faire,fober, wife. 

Would from a paddocke, from a Bat, a Gib, 

Such dcare concernings hide ? who would doc lb ? 
No, in delpight of fenfe and fccrecie 
Unpeg the basket on the houfes top. 

Let thebirds flye, and like the famous Ape, 

To try conclufionsin the basket creepe. 

And breake your owne necke downe. 

Ger. Be thou aflur’d if words be made of breath, 
And breath of life, I have no life to breathe 
What thou haft laid to me. ■ •> 

Afrfw. I muft to England, you know that. 

^ 9^r.Alacke I had forgot, . 

Tis lb conclnded on. 

feal’d,i82 my twofehool-fellows* 
Whom I will truft as I will adders fang’d, 
Jheybearethemandate,theymuftfweep my waVi 

Anci ma^all me to knavery j let it worke, 

or us the fport, to have the Enginer 
with his owne pctar,an’t Ihailgoe hard 
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But 1 will delveone yardlselow their Mines, 

And blow them at the Mbone ; O ’tis moft fweet 
When in one line two crafts dircftly meet. 

This man fliall fet me packing, 

lie lugge the guts into the neighbour roome. 

Mother good night indeed , this Gouniefler 
Is now moft ftill, moft fecret, and moft grave. 

Who was in’s life a moft fbolifti prating'knave. 

Come fir, to draw toward an end with you. 

Good night mother. , . Exit. 

Enthr KirtganAQueen^’vtiihEofencrAUs 
And Gtiyldenfierne. 

King. There’s matter in thele figbes, thefe profound heaves,. 
You muft tranflate,’tis fit we undetfland them ; 



W here i s your fonne ? 

Gert. Beftowthis place ©n us a little w-hile. 

Ah mine owne Lord, what have I leehe to night ? • 
King. W hAvGertTArd, how does Hamlet ? 
r.Mad as the fea and wind when both contend 
W hich is the mighn’er in his lawleiTe fit , 

Behind the Airas hearitiglbmethirig ftir. 

Whips out his Rapier, cryesaRat,aHar, 

And in this brainifli apprehenfionidlls 
The unleene good old man. 

King. O beavie deed! 

It hadbcenlbwithushadwebeenthere, , * 

His liberty is full of threats to all, ’ 

To you your felfe, to us, to every one. 

Alas, how fhall this bloody deed be ahlwefed ? 

It will be laid to us, whole providence 
Should have kept ftiort,reftrainU and out Of haunt 
This mad young man : but lb much was our love 
We would notunderftand what was moft fit. 

But like the owner ofa fbule difcafci 
To keepit from divulging, let it feed 
Even onthepithoflife j where is he gone? 

Cw.Todraw apart thebody he hath kill’d, 

wc whom bis veiy madnefle, likcfomc Ore 






^r/ffce o/Dcnmarke. 

Aoiouga tniuerall ofmetall bale, 

Sbewesit felfe pure, a weeps for what is done. 

King- Gertrard come away. 

The Sunne no Iboner lhall the mountaines touch 

But we will (hip him hence, and this vile deed 

We muft with all our Majeftie and skill Enter Rof.& Guy Id^ 

Both countenance and excufe. Ho Guyldenfierney 

Friends both,goe joine with you fome farther aide, 

JJmlet in madnefle hath Pohniut flaine, 

And from his mothers clofet hath he drag’d him ; 

(§oe feeke him out, Ipeake faire, and bring the body 
Into the Chappell ; I pray you haft in this : 

Come Gertrard, wee’ll call up our wifeft friends. 

And let them know both what we meane to doe. 

And what’s untimely done, 

Whofe whifper ore the worlds Diameter, 

As levell as the Cannon to his blanke 
Tranfports his poyfoned foot, may milTe our name. 

And hit the woundlefle aire : O come away, 
Mylbuleisfullofdifeordand difmay. Exeunt, 

Enter Hamlet tRofencram, and others. 

K^.Safely flow’d : but lbftly,vvhat noife ? who calls on Hamlet? 
0 here they come. 

Rof W hat have you done my Lord with the dead body ?. 

Ham. Compounded it with duft , whereto it is kin. 

Rof.Tell us where 'tis, that we may takeit thence, 

And beare it to the Chappelh 
Ham. Doe not belceve it» 

Beleeve what ? 

That I can keepe your connlcll and not mine owne ; be- 
fides , to bee demanded of a fpungc , what replication foould bee 
wade by the fonne of a King ? 

^o/iTakeyoumefbra ipunge myLord ? 

fir, that fokes up the Bangs countenance, his rewards, his 
authorities tbutfuch Officers doetheKingbeft ferviceintheend, 
tnk an apple inthecomer ofhis jaw, firft mouth’d 

e aft wallowed ; when he needs what you have gleaned, it is 

t iquecfing you, and fpungc you foall be dry againe. 

'' /j. Kofi 
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The Tragedy of Hamlet 

iJfl/. 1 underftand you not my Lord. 

Ham.l am glad of it ; a knavifti fpecch fleeps in a fbolifli eare.l 
Hof. My Lord you muft tell us where the body is, and goe with 
us to the King. 

Ham. The body is with the King»but the King is not|with the 
body : the King is a thing. 

A thing my Lord ? 

Ham. Of nothing, bring me to him. Exemt. 

Enter Kingandtwo or three. 

King. I have fent to feek him, and to find the body; 

How dangerous is it that this man goes loofe ? 

Yet muft we not put the flrong law on him, 

Hee’s lov’d of the diftrafted multitude. 

Who like notin their judgement, but their eyes, 

And where ’tis lb, th’offcnders fcourge is waigh’d. 

But never the offence ; to beare all fmooth and even. 

This fudden fending him away muft feeme ^ 

Deliberate paufe ; difeafes delperate growne 
By delperate appliance are relicv d, 

Ornotatall. 

Enter Rofencrata,and aU the refi, 

King.'Vio'x now ? what hath befallen ? 

Roj. W here the dead body is bellow’d my Lord 
W e cannot get from him. 

King. But where is he ? 

Rof. W ithout my Lord, guarded to know your plealure.’ 
King. Bring him before us. 

Ref Hojbring in the Lord. They enter, 

King.'^O'x Hamlet , where’s Poloniut ? 

Ham. At liipper. 

, At fupper ? where ? 

Ha. Not where he eats, but where he is eaten^ certain convex 
cation of politick worms are een at him : your worme is your only 
Emperour for diet. We fat all creatures elfe to fat us, and wee fat 
our felves for maggots ; your fat King and your lean be^ar is but 
variable fervice,two dilhes but to one table, that’s the end. 

Alas, alas ! 

Ham, A man may fifh with the worme that hath eat of a King* 

cat 



Prince o/Denmarke.' 

wfofthefilb that hath fed of that worme. 
ripe What doeft thou meanc by this? 

K 4 iw.*Nothing but tolhew you how a King may goe a pro- 
crefle through the guts of a beggar. 

^%nf. Where is Rolenifu.f 

heaven , lend thither to fee, if yOur meflenger find him 
not there, fecke him i’th other place your felfe : but indeed if you 
find him not within this moneth,you lhall nbfe him as you go up 
iheftaircs into the Lobby. 

Xt)/g. ©oe feeke him there. 

ffam.Awill ftay till^youcome. 

jcing. Hamlet this de?d for thine elpeciallfafcty, 

Which we doe tender, a$ we dearly grieve 

For that which thou haft done, muft fend thee hence ; 

Therefore prepare thy felfe, 

TheBarke is ready, and the winde at helpe, 

Th’aflbciates 
Vor Sngland. 




idV; 

Th’aflbciates tend, and every thing is bent 



Ham. For England f 
King. I Hamlet. 

Ham. Good. 

King. So is it if thou knew’ft our purpofes. 

Ham. 1 fee a Cherub that lees them : but come, for England t 
Farewell dearc mother. 

Thy loving father jKrw/ff. 

Ham. My mother, father and mother is man and wife* 

Man and wife is one flefli,and lb my mother. 

Come,{6r England. Exit, 

Follow himatfbot. 

Tempt him with (peed aboard. 

Delay it not, Jle have him hence to night : 

Awayjftr every thing is leal’d and done 

That elle leanes on the aftaire ; pray you make haftc t 

And England, if my love thou holdft at ought. 

As my great power thereof may give thee fenfe. 

Since yet thy cicatrice lookes raw and red 
After the Danilh Iword, and thy free awe 
« Faics homage to US; thou main not coldly let 



Out 
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Our Soveraigne procelTe> which imports at foil 

By letters congruing to that eft’e£t 

The prefent death ot doe it England* 

For like the He6licke in my blood he rages* 

And thou muft cure«ie : till I know ’ds done. 

How ere my haps, my joyes will nere b^in. ]S. 

Enter Fortinhrajfewith hi* Army over the Stage. 
Fortin. Goe Captaine,from me greet the Danilh King, 
Tell him that by his licence Fortinhrajfe 
Craves the conveyance of a promis’dmarch 
Overhiskingdome; you know the rendezvous* 

If that his Majeftie would ought with us 
Wefliallexprefleour duty in his eye. 

And let him know lb. 

I will doe’t my Lord; 

Goc Ibftly on.. 

Enter Hamlet y RofeneraHSy^e, 

Good fir whole powers are thefe ? 

They are of fir. 

Ham. How propos’d fir I pray you ? 

0/>.Againftfome partofPoA*»<^. 

Who commands them fir ' 

C^. The Nephew of old Norway, Fortinhrafe, 

Ham. Goes itagainftthe maine of ‘Poland Hr, 

Or for Ibme fi"ontier ? 

Cap. Truely tolpeake,and with no addition, 

W e goe to gaine a little patch ofground 
That hath in it no profit but the name. 

To pay five duckets, five I would not farme it. 

Nor will it yeeld to Norway or fhe Pole 

A ranker rate, Ibould it be ibid in fee, 

Ham. W hy then the PoUackjievei will defend it. 

Cap. Nay ’tis already garrilbnd. 

.Kiw.Tvvothoufanu Ibnlesand aoooo.duckets 

W i 11 not debate the queftion of this ftraw ; 
Thisisth’impoftumeofmneh wealth and peace. 

That inward breakes aneffhewesno caufe without 
Why the man dyes. I humbly thanke you fir. 



Prince of Ucnmarkc. 

C/rt. God buy your fir. 

M. Wil’t plealc you goe my Lord ? 

Jlaim He be with you ftraight, goe a little before. 
How all occafionsdoe informe againft me, 
^dfpurmy dull revenge ? What is a man. 

If bischiefe good and market of bis time 
Be but to fleepe and feed ? a beaft, no more.’ 

Sure he that made us with liich large dilcourfe, 
looking before and after, gave us not 
That capability and God-like realbn 
To full in us unus’d: now whether it be 
Beftiall oblivion, or feme craven fcruplc 
Of thinking too precilely on th’ event, 

A thought which quarterd hath but one part wifdom. 
And ever three parts coward : I doe not know 
' Why yet I live to fay this thing’s to doe, 

Sith I nave caule,and will,and ftrength, and meantf 
To doe’t : examples grofle as earth exhort me , 

W itnelTe this army of liich malft and charge, 
led by a delicate and tender Prince, 

Whole Ipiritwith divine ambition pufi: 

' Makes mouthes at the invifible event, 

Expofing what is mortal! and unliire 
To ail that fortune, death, and danger dare. 

Even for an egge-lhell. Rightly to be great 
Is not to ftir without great argument. 

But great ly to finde quarrdl in a ftraw. 

When honour’s at the ftake. How ftand I then. 

That have a father kill’d, a mother ftain’d. 
Excitements of my realbn and my blood. 

And let all fleep, while to my lhame Ilee 
The imminent death of twenty thoufand men. 

That for a fantafie and tricke of lame 
Goe to their graves like beds , fight for a plot 
the numbers cannot try the caufe, 
u j tombe enough and continent 

Ide the flaine ? O from this time forth, 
y thoughts be bloody, or be nothing worth. Exit, 

K 



637 UNIVERSITY OF EDINBURGH (JA 3735) Oct^O 



Eftttr 




“““ TFeTragedy of Hamlet 

Enter Horatio, Gmrdrd, and a Gentleman, 
j$«w.TwilI not Ipeake with her, 

Gent. She is imponunatc. 

Indeed diftraft, her mood will needs be pittied, 

Quee. What would flie have? 

^ent. She Ipeakes much of her father , fayes fhe hearesf 
There’s triokesi’th world, and hems, and beats her hearty 
Spumes envioully at flrawes, fpeakes things in doulff 
That carry but halfe fenle, her Ipeech is nothing, 

Y ti the unflhaped ule of it doth move 
The hearers to colJedion, they yawne at it. 

And botch the words up fit to their owne thoughts, 

W iiich as winkes,and nods, and geftures yeeld them. 

Indeed would make one thinke there might be thought. 
Though nothing furc, yet much unhappily. 

Ifora/Twere good flie were fpoken with, for (he may ftrcw 
Dangerous conjedures in ili-breeding minds. 

Let her come in. Enter Of helia, 

Quee. « To my ficke Ibule, as fins true nature is, 

« Each toy feemes prologue to ibme great amiffej 
So full of artleflejealoufie is guilt. 

It fpills it felfe in fearing to be Ipilt. 

Whereisthebeauteons majefty ? 

Qnee.Yio'T^ iKm Ofheliaf ShefintU 

Ofhel. How fhould I your true love know from another one? 
By his cocklehat and ftafte,and by his fcndall flioone. 

Qnee. Alas fweet Lady , what imports this long ? 

Ophel. Siy you, nay pray you marke. 

He is dead and gone Lady, he is dead and gone, Soho, 

Athis head a grafle-greene turfe, at hishceles a ftone. 

Oho. 

^ee. Nay but Ophelia. 

Oph. Pray you mark. White his fhrowd as the mountain <hoff» 
Enter King. 

Qaee. Alas, looke here my Lord. 

f ^ with fweet flowers. Song* 

Whichbeweept totheground did not goc, 

With true love fliowets. 



fprinie o/Dcnmarkc^ 

How doe you pretty Lady. 

Well, good dild you, they lay the Owle was a Bakers 
, Jter : Lord , we know what wee are, but know not what wee 
mjyV @ 0 d be at your table. 

” Conceit upon her father. . 

OpieiVny let’s have no words of this, but when they ask you 
what it meanesjfay you this. 

To morrow is S. Valentines day, S ong* 

Allin the morningbetime. 

And I a maid at your window 
To be your Valentine. 

Then up he rofe,and dond his clothes, and dupt the chamber door. 
Let in the maid, that out a maide, never departed more. 

Pretty Ophelia. 

Ophel. Indeed, without an oath, He make an end on't. 

By gis and by Saint Charity, 
alacke and fie for lhame. 

Young men will doe’t if they come to*c, 
by cocke they are to blame. 

Quoth file, before you tumbled me you promis’d me to wcd* 

(He anfivers J So Ihould I a done, by yonder liin 

And thou hadft not come to my bed. 

King. How long hath fhe been thus ? 

Oph. I hope all willbe well, we muft be patient ; but 1 cannot 
chufe bur weep to think they would lay him i’lh'cold ground ; my 
brother fiiall know of it, & lb I thank you for your good counfeU. 
Come my coach, good night Ladies, good night. 

Sweet Ladies good night, good night. 

King. Follow her clofe, give her good watch I pray yon. 

0 this IS the poylbn of deep griefe , it Iprings all ftom her flitherf 
wach : and now behold O Certrard, Gertrard, 
n hen forrowes come they come not fingle foies, 

Butin battalians : flrft,her father flaine. 

Next, your lbnnegone,and he moft violent author 
y t his owne jufl remove ; the people muddied, 
i^keand unwhollbmein thoughts and whilpers 
or goodPoUnitu death,& we have done but greenly 
^•^gger mugger to interre him ; poore Ophelia 



K 






7Te 1 ragedy of Hamlet 

Divided from her felfe and her faire judgement. 

Without which we are but pidiures, or meerebeafts» 

Laft, and as much containing as all thefe. 

Her brother is in fecret come from France, 

Feeds on this wonder, keeps himfclfe in clouds. 

And wants not buzzers to infe^ his eare 
With peftilent Ipeeehes of bis fathers death. 

Wherein necelfity of matter beggerd 
Will nothing fticke our perfon to arraigne 
In eare and eare ; O my deare gertrard, this 
Like to a Murdring-Peece in many places 
Gives me ftiperfluous death. A neife with hr. 

Enter Mejfenger. 

Xw^.Attendjwhere arc my Swiflers ? let them guard the door, 
What is the matter? 

t^ejfen. Save your felfe my Lord. ' 

The Ocean over-peering ofhis lift 
Fates not the flats with more impetuous hafte 
Than young Laertes in a riotous head 
Ore-beares your Officers ; the rabble call him Lord,. 

And as the world were now but to begin. 

Antiquity forgot, cuftome not knowne. 

The ratifiers and props of every word. 

They cry chufe we Laertes to be King, 

Caps, hands,and tongues applaud it to the clouds, 

Laertes fliall be King, Laertes King. 

^«f.How cheerfully on the falfe traile they cry, A neife rvithm, 

O this is counter you falfe Danifli dogges. 

Enter Laertes with ethers. 

King.Tht doores are broke. 

Laer. Where is this King ? firs ftand you all without. 

ex^//. No let s come in. 

Laer, I pray you give me leave. 

tiAll. W e will, we will. 

Laer. I thanke you,keep the doore. O thou vile King 
Give me my father. 

Que. Calmely good Laertes. 

Laer, That drop of blood that’s calm^ ptoclaimes me baftard, 

Cries 



Prince o/Dcnmarke. 

Cries Cuckold to my father, brands the Harlot 
Even here between the chaft unfmerched brow 

King- What is the caufe Laertes 
That thy rebellion lookes lb Giant-like ? 

Let him goe Gertrard, doe not feare our perlbn, 

There’s fiicb divinity doth hedge a King, 

That trealbn can but peepe to what it would, 

Afts little ofhis will : tell me Laertes 

Why thou art thus incens’t : let him goe Certrard» 

Speakeman. 

Laer, W here is my father ? 

JCing.Dezd, 
j^»vv.Butnotby him. 

Ling. Let him demand hisfilL 

Laer, How came he dead ? He not be jugled with:; 

To hell allegeance, vowes to the blaekett Divell, 

Conicience and grace to the profoundeft pit, 

Idarc damnation, to this point I ftand. 

That both the worlds I give to negligence, 
let come what comes, onely He be reveng’d 
Moft throughly for my father. 

King. Who (hall ftay you ? 

Laer. My will,not all the worlds : 

And for my meanes. He husband them fo well 
They fhall goe farre with little. 

King, Good Laertes, if you defire to know the certainty 
Of your deare father, is’t writin your revenge. 

That fbop-ftake, you will draw both friend and foe, 
pinner and lofer.^ 

L<*er.None but his enemies. 

ATw^.Will you know them then? 

A friends thus wide He ope my armes, 

And like the kinde life-rendring Pelican 
AcMft them with my blood. 

Why now you fpeake 
JLjke agood childe, and a true Gentleman,. 

V « I amguiltldTc ofyoia: fathers death, 

^ - K 3 



And 
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And am moft (enfible in geiefe for it> 

It (hall as levell to your judgement pcare 
As day does to your eye. 

Enter Ofhelia, 

Laer. Let her come in. 

How now? what noife is that? ^ 

O heat dry up my braineSj teares feyen times lalt 

Burneoutthe fenfeandvertueofmineeye: 

By heaven thy madneffe (hallbe paid with waignt 
Till our fcale turne the beame. O Rofe of May • 

Deare maid, kind lifter , fweet Ophelia 1 _ 

O heavens 1 is’t poflible a young maids wits 
Should be as mortall as a poore mans life ! 

OpheL They bore him bare-fac’d on the Beere» Son^, 

Andinhisgraverain’dmany ateare. 

Fare you well my Dove. 

Laer. Hadft thou thy wics> and didft perlivade revenge 
It could not move thus. 

Ophel. Y ou muft ling a downe> a downe. 

And you call him a downe a. O how the wheele becomes it> 

It is the falfe fteward tliat ftole his Mafters ;daughter. 

Laer. This nothing’s more than matter. 

There’s Rofemary, that’s for remembrance, prayyoa 

love remember, and there’s Fancies, that’s for thoughts." 

Laer.k document in madnes, thoughts and remembrance fitted. 
Oph. There’s Fcnnill for you, and Columbines, there’s Rew fot 

yon , and here’s Ibmefor^ce, wee-may 'call it herbe of Grace a 
Sundayes, you may weare your Rew with a difference j there sa 
Dalie : I would giveyou Ibme Violets, but they vvitherd all when 
my father died ; they fay a made a good end. 

For bonny fweet Robin is all my joy. 

Thoughts and affliftions, paflion, hell it felfe 
She turnes to favour and to prettinelTe. 

ophel. And will a not come againe. 

And will a not come againe. 

No, no, he is dead, goe to thy death bed 
He never will come againe. 

Hisbeard was as white as fnow. 



Song- 
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Flaxen 



Trince of Dcnmarkc.' 

Flaxen wa s his pole. 

He is gone, he is gone, and we caft away moane; 

God a mercy on his foule, and all Chriftian Ibules, 
god buy you. 

Do® you God ? 

Xing. Laertes I mnft commune with your griefe, 

Or you deny meright ; goe but a part. 

jdaKc choice of whom your wifeft friends you will. 

And they Iball heare and judge ’twixt you and me, 

If by direift or by collateral! hand 

They finde us toucht, wc will our kingdome give. 

Our Ctowne, our life, and all that we call ours 
To you in latisfadfion ; but if not. 

Be you content to lend your patience 'to us. 

And we lhall jointly lawur with your Ibule 
To give it due content. 

JUm Let this be lb. 

Hisineanesofdeathjhis obfeure funerall. 

No Trophey, fword, nor Hatchment ore his bonesi 

No noble right, nor fbrmall oftentation 

Cry to be heard as’twerefrom earth toheaven, 

That I muft call’t in queftion. 

King. So youfhall. 

And where th’offence is let the great axe fall. 

Iprayyougoe withme. Esteunf, 

Enter Horatio and others* 

Hora. What are they that would Ipeake with me ? 

Sea-faring men fir, they lay they have Letters fer you, 
A/<,r4. Let them come in. 

I we not know from what part of the world 
Ilhould be greeted, if not from Lord Hamlet. Enter SatUrsl 
“<*7.GodbIelfe youfir. ' 

.^fflr^.LethimblelTe thee too; 

Thcre’salctterforyoufir, it 

narriAU^'rr England, if youc 

e ot Herat to, as I am let to know it is. 

fel£l r ^®ve ovcr-IooVt this, givethefe 

rV ome meanes to the King, they haveXccter s for him. Ere 
- V . wee 
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weweretwo daycs old atfea, a Pirat of very mrlike appoint, 

mem eave us chale.Findingour felves tco flow of fade, we put on 
a compelled val ur.and in the grapple I bonded t em : in the in. 
ftant they got cleere ofour fhip> fo I alone became their prifoner. 
They have dealt with me like theeves of mercy > but they knevy 
what they did ; I am to do a turnefor them.Let theKing havethe 
Letters I have fent, and repaire thou to me with as much fpeed as 
thou wouldft flye death- I have words to fpeake in thine earc will 
make thee dumbe, yet are they much too light tor the bord of the 
matter thefe good-fellowes will bring thee where I am» Rcfen. 
crata and CHylde»ner»e hold their courfe for England, I 

have much to tell thee. Farewell. 

So that thoft knowefi thine, 
Hamlet. 

Hora. Come.I will make you way for thefe your Letters, 
And doe’t the Reedier that you may direift me 
To him from whom you brought them. Exeunt t 

Enter King and Laertes* 

Now muft your conlcience my acquittance leale. 

And you muft put me in your heart for friend, 

Sith you have heard, and with a knowing eare. 

That he which hath your noble father flainc 
Purfued my life. 

Z.4tfr. It well appearesj but tell me 
Why you proceed not againft thefe feates 
Socriminall and capitall in nature. 

As by your fafety,greatne{Te,wildome, all things elfe, 

You mainly were ftirr’d up. 

King. O for two Ipeciall reafons, 

W hicn may to you perhaps feem much unfinnow’d. 

But yet to me tna’re ftrong : the Queen his mother 
Lives almoft by his lookes,and for my felfe. 

My vertue or my plague, be it either which. 

She is lb condive to my life and foule. 

That as the ftarre moves not but in his Sphere, 

I could not but by her ; the other motive 
Why to a publike count I might not goe. 

Is the great love the gencrall gender beare him. 



prince ofOcnmarkCf 






whodipping all bis faults in their affei^ioMr^' ol •* H 
Worke like the Spring that turncth wood toflone, ; 

Convert his gyves to graces, fo that my arrowes ' ' ” - v ^ 1 ‘ 
Too nightly timbered for fo loved armes, * 

yyouldhaverfevertedtomybowagaine,- " • ''fd'- ' 

But not where I have aim’-d them. ^ ■ -jtH r; 

laer- And lb I have a noble father loft, ‘ ’ 

A filler driven into delperate tearmes. 

Whole worth, if praifes may goe backc again. 

Stood challengeron mount ofall the age . 

For her perfe(ftions : -but my revenge will come. 

King- Brcake not your fleeps for that, you muft not thinke 
That we are made of ftuflfe fo flat and dull. 

That weean letour beards be fhooke with danger, 
Andthinkeitpaftimeryou’ftiortly fhallhcaremore, 

I lov’d your father, and we love our lelfe, v ' ' 

And that I hope will teach you to imagine. 

Enter a Mejfenger with Letters. 

Thefe to your Majefty, this to the Queeni ‘ 

King. From Hamlet i who brought them ? ^ v. 

Sailers my Lord they lay, I feW them not, " 

They were given me by he received them 

Ofhim that brought them. ' 

King. Laertes you ftiall heare them : leave us. 



High and mighty, yotffhallknbw I am fe^ni^ed bh, your, King- 
m ^ beg leave to fee your Kingly eyeS,when 

I mall (firft asking you pardon) thereunto recount the occafion of 
myluddenreturne. 

What fliould this meane?'areall the reft come backc.^ : 
uris It feme abufei^ndhofuch dung? . • ■- - / - 

Know you the band . r, - - - 




:r 



King. ’Tis Hamlets ehafaaeri Naked I 
ndinapoft-feriptherehe laies alone, 
unyoudevifeme.? ^ 

Itws^‘ lily Lord; but let him.^oni6i ' : ; 

t wannes the very ficknefle in my heart, ' ‘ 



King. 



TheTfdgedy o/Hamlct 

Ktnr. irithtfo Laertes, 

'As how fliould it be fo, how othcrwifej 
Will you be rul’d by me ? 

Laer, I my Lord, fo you will not ore-rule me to a petcC.^ 
King. To thine own peace : if he be now returned 
As liking not his voyage,and that he mcancs 

No more to undertake it, I will worke him 
To an exploit now ripe in my device. 

Under the which he (hall not chufe but fall» V 

And for his death, nowind of blame Ihall breathe. 

But even his mother (hall uncharge the pra<51icc. 

And call it accident. 

Laer. My Lord I will be rul’d. 

The rather if you could dcvife it lb 
That I might be the organ. 

King It falls right ; 

You have bin talkt of lince your travell much, 

And^hatin flamlets hearing, for a quality 
W herein they fay you fhine ; your fumme of parts 
Did not together plucke liich envie from him 
As did that one, and that in my regard 
Of the unworthieft fiege. 

J^aer. What part is that my Lord ? 

A very riband in the cap of youth,' 

Yet neec^ll too, for youth no Ie0c bwomes 
The hght arid carelefle livery that k weares,, : 
Thanfetled age his ftbles, and his weeds. 

Importing health and gravenefle ; two months fincc 
Here was a Gentleman of 
Ihavereenemyleire,and ler\^d j»gaifiiilrtheFrtf«r^, 

And they can well on horfe-backe ; but this Gallant I •' 

Had witch-craft in’tjheerew unto his feat, 

And to filch wondrous twing broughthis horfe 
As he had bin incorp’ft and demi-na tur’d 
Withthebravebeaftvfi>farrohetc^my thought* - 
That I in forgery of fhapes and trieVes i 

Gome fhort of what he did. 
ltaer,h Nemoftms’t^ 
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Prince ofDcnm^tkc* 

jging.KN'orman. 

X,4<r. Upon my life Lrfwerrf- 
The very lame. 

Latr.l know him well,hc is the brooch indeed* 

And gemme of all the Nation. 

^ing. He made confeflion of you, 

And gave you fuch a mafterly report ‘ 

For art and cxercife in your defence. 

And for your Rapier moft elpcciall, 

Thathecry’d o'ut,’twouId be a light indeed 
If one could match you ; the Scrimers of their nation 
He fivore had neither motion, guard, nor eye 
If'OU oppos’d them ; fir this report of his 
Did Hamlet lb envenome with his envie. 

That he could noth i ng doe, but wilh and be^e 
Your fuddencomming ore to play with you. 

Now out of this. 

Laer, What out of this my Lord ? ' 

King* Laertes, was your father dcare to you ? 
Orareyqu like the painting of a forrow, 

A face without a heart ? 

Why aske you this? 

^r»»^.Not that I think you did not love your father, 

But that I knovv love is begun by time. 

And that I fee in paflages of proofe, 
Timequalifiesthelparkeandfireofit ; 

There lives within the very flame of love 
Akindeofwieke orlhuft'ethat will abate it/ 

And nothing is at a like goodneffe ftill j* 

For g^neffe growingto a picurifie. 

Dies in his owne too much, that we would doe. 

We fliould doe when we would : for this «'^p»/</changes 
And hath abatements and delayes as many 
As there are toneues, are hands, are accidents. 

And then this Should is like a Ipend-thrift figh, 

^at hurts by eafing ; but to the quicke of th’ulcer, 
comes backe, what would you undertake 
' f ® Ihew your felfe indeed your fathers Ibnnc 





■ I'l? 
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More than in words? 

Laer, To cut his throat i th Church,- . ’ ' ^ 

JCw^.No place indeed fliould murder fanauarize, 

Revenge fhould have nobounds : but good Laertes 
Will you doe this ? keep dole within your chamber, 

JJamlet return’d fhall know you are come home, r ^ 

Wee’ll put onthofe fhall praiicyonr excellence,. . r 
And fet a double varnirti on the lame 

The Frenchman gave you, bring you in jine together. 

And wager ore your heads ; he being remiffe, 

Moft generous, and free from a 11 contriving, 

Willnoc perule the foiles , lb that with eafe, 

Or with a little Ihuffling, you may chufe 
A fword unbated,and in, a paceofpradlice 
Requite him for your father. 

I will doe’t ; 

And for the purpofe He ahnoint my {word : 
IboughtanunclionofaMountebanke 
So mortall, that but dip a knife in it. 

Where it drawes blood , no Cataplafme lb rare 
Colled ed from all Simples that have vertue . 

Under the Moone, can lave the thingfromdcath . i 
That is but fcratchc withall ; He touCTi my point 
W ith this contagion, that if I gall him fleightly it may be death 
Let’s further thinke of this, ' 

W eign what conveiance both of time and meanes 
May fit us to our fhape ifthis fhould faiJe, 

And that our drift look through our bad perfbrmancc 
’Twere better not aftay’d, Therefore this projed 
Should have a backe or lecond, that might hold 
If this did blafl: in proofe : Ibft, let me fee, 

W ee’ll make a lblemne wager on your connings, 

I hav’t, when in your motion you are hot and dry. 

As make your bouts more violent to that end, 

And that he calls for drinke. He have prefer’d him 
A Chalice for the nonce, whereon but lipping, 
if he by chance elcape your venom’d tucke. 

Our purpofe may hold there* But ftay, what noife ? 



Prince of Dcnmarke," 

V ' ' Enter Queene, 

' Quee. One woe doth tread upon anothers heele,’ 
5o fait they follow ; your lifter’s drown’d Laertes, 
l^aer. Drown’d 1 O where? 

^l^e. There is a willow growes afeaunt the brook, 
-That fhewes his hoarie leaves in the glaflie ftreame. 
Therewith fantafticke garlands did fhemake 
Of Cro v- flowers, Nettles, Dafics, and long Purples, 
That liberall fhepheards give a grofler name. 

But ourculcold maids do dead mens fingers call the, 
There on the pendant boughes her Coronet weeds 
Clambring to hang, an envious Ihiver broke. 

When downe her weedy tropheys and her felfe 
Fell in the weeping brooke , her clothes Ipred wide. 
And Mermaid-like awhiletheyboreherup. 

Which time fhe chanted {hatches of old lauds. 

As one incapable of her owne diftrefle. 

Or like a creature native and indued 
Unto that element, but long it could not be 



Quee. Drown’d, drown’d • 

Laer^oo much of water haft thou poore Ofheliat 
And therefore 1 forbid my teares ; but yet 
It is our tricke, nature her cuftome holds. 

Let fhame fay what it will ; when thefe are gone 
Thewoman willbeout. Adieu my Lord, 

I nave a Ipeech afire that faine would blafe. 

But that this folly drownes it. Exit, 

King. Let’s follow gertrard ; 

How much I had to doe to calme his rage ! 

Now feare 1 this will give it ftart againe, 
fherelbre let’s follow. Exeunt. 

Enter tsvoCloixnes. 

ivfi. ^”’‘J®^^'^®b^huried in Chriftian buriall, when flic wilful- 
y eekes her owne lalvation ? 



1 ni mat ner garments heavie with their drink 
Puld the poore wench from her melodious lay 
To muddy death. 

Alafle then is Ibe drown’d ? 



Othe, 




TheTrdgedyofU^mld 

Yifhg T tell thee fhee is, therefore make her grave ftraight , the 

.How c» ti chac bc,onleCe he dtown d ho felfc m her om, 
defence? ^ 

citTt moft be fooft?nded,k cannot beelfe ; for here lies the 
point, if I drowne my felfe wittingly it argues an aft , and anaft 
Ethreebranches,^itisto aa,todoe,to performe,oraUj{hec 

drown’d her felfe wittingly. 

lyeXw' t«iood.hoe (tod, the 
man.sood.ifthe man goetothi, water and drowne himlelfe.«« 
wiThlnillheihegoJ,tnarkeyoorhattbnnfrhewarercom 

him and drowne him, he Hrownes not himlelfe , argali hee that is 
wt guilty of his owne death Oiortcns not his owne life. 

But is this law? 

C/.».Imarryis’t,Crownpqueftlaw. , . 

Oth. Will you ha the truth ant t,ifthis had not been a Gentle* 
woman (he (hould have bin buried out a Chriftian buriall. 

Clow. Why there thou faift,and the more pitty that great e 

niould have countenancein this world to drowne or hahgthcn^ 

felves, more than their even Chriften : Come my Jade,thereis no 

ancient Gentlemenbut Gardeners, Ditchers, and Grave-makers, 

they hold up Adams profeflton. 

Was he a Gentleman 
Clow. A was the firll that ever bore ar mes. 
lie put another queftion to thee, if thou anfwereftmeenottothe 

purpofe, confeife thy felfe. 

Clow. What is hee that builds flronger than either the Mafon, 

the Shipwright, or the Carpenter? j. 

Oth. The gallowes-maker,for that out-lives a thoufand t 
(^lo. I like thy wit well in good faith,the gallowes does v 
how does it well ? it does well to thofe that do db "ow th a 
ill to fay the gallowes is built flronger than the Church, aroam 
gallowes may doe well to thee. To’tagaine,come. 

Oth. Who builds flronger thanaMafon, a Shipwright, 
Carpenter ? 



' 'rtiWe Of jJcnmarKe. 

tell me that and unyoke. ’ : 

. Marry now I can tell. 

Clow. To’t. 

Othe. Mafle I cannot tell. 

Clow.Cxidgtl thy brains no more about it,for yodr dull afle wil 
not mend his pace with beating, & when you are a.skt this queftio 
next;fay a grave- maker, the houfes he makes laft tillDoomefday, 
Coe get thee in, and fetch me a foopc of liquor. 

In youth when I did love did love, S ong. 

Me thought it was very fweet 
Xo contradt O the time fora my behove, 

0 me thought there a was nothing a meet. 

Enter Hamlet and Horatio. 

Ham. Has this fellow no feeling of his bufinefle ? a fings in 

wave- making. 

H»r. Coftome hath made it in him a property ofeafinefle. 

Ha.’Tv& een lb, the hand of little emploiment hath the daintier 

C/w.Wagewithbis ftealingfteps Seng. (fenfe,j 
hath clawed me in his clutch. 

And hath fhipped me into the land, 

. as if I bad never bin fuch. 

ffrfw.That skull had a tongue in it, and could fing once, how the 
knave jowles it to theground , as if ’twere Cains jaw-bone, that 
did the firft murther : this might be the pate of a Polit^'an which 
this afle now ore-reaches, one that would circumvent God,might 
knot? 

Hora. It might my Lord. 

Ham. Or of a Courtier , which could fay , Good morrow my 
Lord, how doeft thou fweet Lord ? This might be my Lord fuch 
a one , that praifed my Lord fuch a one^ horfe when a meant to 
begit, might it not? 

■Btfi-/<.ImyLord. 

Ha.Why een lb,and now my Lady worms ChopIes,and knockt 
about themazer with a Sextens fpade ; here’s fine revolution and 
We had the tricke to fee’e, did thefe bones coft no more the, bree- 
ding but to play at loggit s with them ? mine ake to thinkon’e. 



^low. A pickax an3l a fpade a fpade, 
I for and a _lhrowding (beet. 



I he lrd^edyof tmtiXJLCC 

O a pit of clay for to be made- . , ‘ 

for fuch a gucft is meet. . i „ ^ ' 

H^.There’s another>why may not that be the skull of a Lawier ? 
vvhercbe his (quiddities nowj his <|uillitics» his ca(es> his tenuresj 
and his tricks ? why does he fuffer this mad knave now to knockc 
him about the (conce with a dirty {hovelhand will not tell him of 
his addons of battcry?hum ; this fellow might be in’s time a great 
buyer of land > with his ftatutcs , his rccognifances , his fines , his 
double vouchers, his recoveries, to have his fine pate full of fine 
dirt : will vouchers vouch him no more of his purchafes and don- 
bles, than the length andbredth of a paireof Indentures? the ve- 
ry conveiances of Jhis land will fcarccly lye in this boxe, and muft 
th’inheritor himfelfe have no more ? ha ? 

Bora, Not a jot more my Lord- 

jyW. Is not parchment made of flieep-skins ? 

Her. I my Lord, and ofcalve-skins too- 

Bam. They are fheep and calves which feeke out aflurance in 
that. Twill fpeake to this fellow: Whofe grave’s this firrah? 
C/ow. Mine fir, or a pit of clay for tobe made. 

Bam. Ithinkeit’srhine indeed, for thou lycft in’t. 

C/ew. You lye outon’tfir, and therefore ’ps not yours : for my 
part T doe not lye in’t, yet it is mine. , 

Bam. Thou doft lye in’t,to bein’t and fay it is[thine,’tis for the 

dead.notforthequicke,thercfbrethoulyeft. - 

C/ow. ’Ti s a quicke lye fir, ’twill againc from me to you. 
What man doeft thou digge it fof ? 

Fornoipanfir. 

Hiw. What woman then .? 

C/oTP. For none neither. 

Who is to be buried in’t? , *! 

C/orp One that was a woman fir, but reft her fbule.fliee’s dead. 
BamBo'N abfolute the knave is,we muft fpeake by the card>or 
equivocation will undo us. By the Lord this 5. yeeres I 

have took note of it, the age is grown lb picked, that the tc^ ofthc 
pefant comes fo neere the heele of the Cburtier,he galls fiis kibe. 
How long haft thou been a Grave-maker ? 

Clow. Ofthedayes i’th yeare I came to’t that day that out lalt 
Hamlet o^CteveaRFertinbrafe;' 

tiatH' 



prince o/Dcnmarke^ 

Jjam, How long fsihat fince ? 

Clo. Cannot you tell that ? every fbole can tell that j it was that 
very day that young was borne, hccthatismad’andfcnt 

jjam. I marry, why was he fent into England ? 

Clow. Why ? becaufe a was mad, a fhall recover his wits there, 
or ifa doe not 'tis no great matter there. 

Bam. Why ? 

^/fl.’Twill not be (ecn in him there, there are men as mad as he. 

//4)w. How came he mad ? 

Clow. V tty ftrangely they fay. 

Bam. How ftrangely ? 

pow. Faith een with lofing his wits. 

Ham. Upon what ground ? 

Why here in .♦ I have bin Sexton here man 

and boy thirty yeeres. 

Bam. How long wi 11 a man lye i’th earth ere he rot ? 

Clow. Faith ifa be not rotten before he dye, as wee have many 
pocky coarfes that will fcarce hold the laying in, awilllaftyou 
fomeeightyeere,or nine yeerej aTannerwilllaft you nineyccre. 

Bam. W hy he more than another ? 

pow. Why fir his hide is fo tan’d with his trade,that a will keep 
out water a great while , and your water is a fore decayer of your 
wborfon dead body : here’s a skull now hath lyen you i’th earth 
, Bam. Whofe was it ? (25. yearcs. 

po. A whorfon mad fellows it was, whofe do you think it was ? 

JS4w.Nay Iknow not. 

r/w.A peftilenceonhimforamadrogue,a pour’daflaggonof 
Rnenifhonmyheadonccj this lame skull fir, was fir Torickfs 
skull the Kings Jeftcr. 

Ham. This ? 

Clow. Ecn that. 

* ^ootToricke,\ knew him Herat ioyZ fellow of infinite 

',ofmoft,exceirent fancy, he hath boreme on his backe a thou- 
Wd times , and now how abhorred in my imagination it is ? my 
it. Here hung thofe lips that I have kift I know not 
now, your gamboles, your fongs, 
y utflalhesof merriment, that were wont to fet the table on a 

M roare ? 
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roare ? not one now to mock your own grinning ? quite chopfji„ ) 
Now get you to my Ladies table* and tell her, let her paint an 
inch thick, to this favour (he muft come; make her laugh at that. 
Prethce HorMio tell me one thing. 

Hora. What s that my Lord ? 

//rf.Doft thou think Alexander lookt a this fafhion i’th earth? 
JTor^r.Eenlb. 

, J/4w.Andfmeltlb?pah. 

Hera. Een lb my Lord. 

Ham. To what bafe ufes we may returne Herat U ! Why may 
not imagination trace the noble duft of Alexander till a findeit 
flopping a bung-hole. 

.^i»r<a.Tweretoconfidertoo curioufly to confiderlb. 

Hu. No faith not a jot, but to follow him thitherwithmodefty 
enough, and likelihood to lead it . Alexander ditdiAlexander^i^ 
buried, Alexander returneth to dufl, the duft is earth ,of earth we 
make lome, & why of that lome whereto he was converted might 
they not ftop a Beere-barrell ? 

Imperious Cafar dead and turn’d to clay 
Might flop a hole to keepe the wind away. 

O that that earth which kept the world in awe. 

Should patch a wall t’expeli the waters flaw! 

But (oft, but foft a while, here comes the King, Enter Kkg, 

The Queen,the Courtiers :who is this they follow » Qae.Laertei 
And withliich maimed rites ? this doth betoken, and thecsrft. 
The coarfe they follow did with defpetate hand 
Fordoeits owne life ; ’twas of lome eftate t 
Couch we a while and marke. 

Laer. What Ceremony elfe ? 

Ham. That is Laertes ^ very noble youth. 

Laer - What Ceremony elle ? , ^ 

Doff. Her oblequies have bin as far inlarg’d 
As we have warranty ; her death was doubtfull. 

And but that great com mand ore-fwayes the order. 

She fhoold inground unfan6hfied bin lodg’d 
Till the laft trumpet : for charitable prayers, 

‘Flints and pebbles fhould be throwneon her^ 

Y et here (he is allow’d her virgin ritesj 



Prince o/Dcnmarkc. 

Her maiden ftrewments, and the bringing home 
Ofbelland buriall. 
laer. Muft there no more be done ? 
j)oU. No more be done : 

\Ve(hould profane the (erviceofthedead. 

To fmg a and fuch reft to her 

As to peace-parted Ibules. 

Laer.Lzy her i’th earth. 

And from her faire and unpolluted flefh 
May violets fpring : I tell thee churlifh Prieft 
A iriniftring Angel fhall my (iftcr be 
When thou lyeft howling. 

Ham. W hat ? the faire Ophelia ? 

Quee. Sweets to the fweet, farewell, 

I hop’t thou Ihouldft have bin my Hamlets wife, 

I thought thy bride-bed to have deckt Iweet maid. 

And not have ftrew’d thy grave. 

Laer. O treble woe ! 

Fall ten times double on that curfed head, 

Whofe wicked deed thy moft ingenuous (enlc 
Deprived theeof : hold off the earth a while. 

Till I have caught her once more in mine armes. 

Now pile your duft upon the quicke and dead. 

Till of this flat a mountaine you have made 
T’oretop old Pelion, or the skyifli head 
Ofblew Olympus. 

iXrw. What is he whole griefe 
Bearesfuch an tfwpA/st/?/, whole phrafeoflbrrow s 
Conjures the wandring ftars, and makes them ftand 
Like wonder-wounded hearers ? ’tis I, 

Hamlet t}atl)ane. 

-L'^^r.The Divell take thy Ibnle. 

Lf^w.Thoupray’ft not well; Iprethee take thy fingers ffoni 
Y r I am not Ipleenacive and ra(h, (^my throat, 

I in me l^ething dangerous. 

Which let thy wifedorae feare ; hold off thy hand. 

Pliicke them afundcr. 

^^e.Bamlet , Hamlet. 

M a * 
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JiH. ©entlemcn. 

Bora . Good my Lord be quiet. 

Ham. Why I will fight with him upon this theam 
Unti'l my eye-lids will no longer wagge. 

Quee. O my Ibnne, what theame ? 

Ham. 1 lov’d Ophelia, forty thouland brothers 
Could not with ali their quantity of love 
Make up my fum ; W hat wilt thou doe for her ? 

King. O heis mad Laertes, 

Quee. For love of God forbeare him. 

Ham. Swounds fhew me what thou’t doe, 

W oo*c weep, woo’t fight, woo’c faft , woo’t teare thy 
W oo’t dritik up Efill,eat a Crocodile ? (felfe> 

He doe’t ; doeft thou come here to whine ? 

To out- face me with leaping in her grave ? 

Beburied quicke with faer,and lb will I r 
And if thou prate of mountaines, let them throw 
Millions of acres on us, till our ground 
Cindging his pate againft the burning Zone* 

Make Ofa like a wart ; nay and thou’lt mouth 
He rant as well as thou. 

This is meere madnefle. 

And thus a while the fiuvill worke on him ; 

Anon as patient as a female Doe, 

W hen that her golden cuplets are dilclos’d,, 

His filenc^e will fit drooping. 

/Zrw. Heareyottfir, 

Whatis therealbnthat youufemethus? 

1 lov’d you well, but it is no matter. 

Let H(frc«/whimfelfedoe what he may 
The Cat will mew, a Dogge will have his day . Exit Hamltt 

King. I pray thee good Horatio wait upon him. & Horatio^ 
Strengthen your patience in our laft nights Ipecch,. 

Wee’ll put the matter to the prelent pufh. 

Good Gertrard fet feme watch over your Ibnne, 

This Grave (ball have a living monument* 

An houre of qniet thereby lhall we lee. 

Till then in patience our proceeding be-. Exeunt. 
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Enter Hamlet and Herat ie, 
ffa.^o much for this fir,now lhall you lee the other; 
You doe remember all the circumftancc. 

Remember it my Lord ? 

Ham. Sit in my heart there was a kind of fighting 
That would not let me deep, me thought I lay 
Worfe than the mutines in the Bilbo’s, ralhly* 

And prais’d be ralhnelTe for it ; let us know 
Ourindiferetion Ibmetimes ferves us well 
when our deep plots do fall , & that Ihould learn us. 
There’s a divinity that lhapes our ends, 

Rough hew them how we will. 

Hora. That is molt certaine. 

Ham. Up from my Cabbin, 

My fea-gowne learft about me, in the dark© 

©top’t I to find out them, had my defire, 

Finger’d their packet, and in fine withdrew 
To mineowneroome againe, making fo bold 
^My fcares forgetting manners ) to unfold 
Their grand Commiiiion, where I found, HeratiOf 
Aroyall knavery, an exafl command. 

Larded with many leverall Ibris of realbns. 

Importing Denmarkt bealth,and Englands too, 

W ith hoe fuch Bugs and Goblins in my life. 

That on the liipervife, no leifurebated, 

No not to ftay the grinding of the axe. 

My head Ibould be flrooke olR 
Hora. Is’t poffible I 

K«.Here’s the Commiflion, read it at more leiluret 
But wilt thou heare now how I did proceed ? 

Hora. I beleech you. 

Ham. Being thus be-netted round with villaines^ 
Or I could make a Prologue to my braines 
They had begun the Play : I late me downe, 

Devis d a new Commifllon, wroteit faire: 

I once did hold m as our Statifts doe, 
halcnefle to write faire , and labour’d much 
to forget that learning j but fir now 

I "- ‘ 
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^tdid meyeomans femcejwik thou know 
Th’efFe<ftofwbat Iwrotc? 

Hora. I good my Lord. 

Ham . ^n earnett conjuration from the King, 

As England was his faithfnll tributary. 

As love between them like the Pakne might flouriflij 
As peace fliould flill her wheatcn garland weare. 

And ftand a Comma ’tweenc their amities. 

And many fuch like, as fir of great charge. 

That on the view and knowing of thefe contents, 

W ithout debat ement further more or leffe 
He fliouId chofe bearers put to (udden death. 

Not fhriving time allow’d. 

Hora. How was this feal’d ? 

Ham. Why even inthat was heaven ordinant : 

I had my fathers fignet in my'purle, 

W hich was the model! of that Danijh feale. 

Folded the writ up in the forme of th’other, 

Sublcrib’d it, gave’t thimpreflion, plac’d it iafely, 

T he changling never known ; now the next day 
Was our fea-fight, and what tothiswas fequcnt 
Thou know’ft already. 

Hor. So ^uylden^iern and Rofencraui go to’t. 

Jfrf.They are not neare my con(cicnce,their defeat 
Does by their owne infinuation grow; 

*ris dangerous when the baler nature comes 
Between the pafle and fell incenfed points 
Ofmighty oppofites. 

Her. Why what a King is this 1 

Ham. Does it not, think you, Hand menOW upon ? 

He that hath kill’d my King, and whor’d my mother, 

Popt inbetween th’eIe(5fion and my hopes, 

Throwne out his angle for my proper life, 

And with fuch colenage ^ is’t not perfo^5^ confeience 
Enter a Courtier. 

Cour. Your Lordfhip is right welcome backe to Denmttrkf. 

I humbly thanke you fir. 

Doeft know this Water-flye.^ 

^ Hora. 
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Prince of DenmarkeJ 

/Ter^. No my good Lord. 

Ham. Thy ftate is the more ^^ioos > for ’tis a vice to know 
j,im ; he hath much land and fertill , let a beaft be Lordofbeafts, 
and his crib lhall ftand at the Kings mefle j 'tis a chough , but as I 
^y, fpacious in the poffeflion of dirt. 

^ Cour. Sweet Lord, if your Lordlhip were at kiliire I Ihould im- 
part a thing to you from his Majcfty. 

^ Hiiw. I will receive it fir with all diligence oflpirit; your bon- 
net to his right ufe, ’tis for the head. 

(‘our. I thank your Lordfhip, ’tis very hot. 

Ham. No beleeve me 'tis very cold, the wind is Northerly. 
Cour. It is indifferent cold my Lord indeed. 

Ham. But yet me thinks it is very Ibultry and hot, for my com- 
plexion. 

Cettr. Exceedingly my Lord, it is very foultry,, as ’tvvere I can- 
not tell how : my Lord,his Majefty bad me fignifie unto you, that 
a has laid a great wager on your head,fir this is the matter. 

Ham. I befeech you remember. 

Cour, Nay good my Lord, for my eafe in good faith. Sir here is 
newly come to Court , beleeve mee an abfolute Gentle- 

man, full of moft excellent differences , of very loft fociety, and 
great fhewing : indeed, to fpeake feelingly of him, he is the Card 
orKalendar of Gentry, for you fhall findein him the continent of 
what part a Gentleman would fee. 

i Ham. Sir, his definement fuffers no perdition in you, though I 
know to dividehim inventorially,would dizzie th’arithmetick of 
memory, and yet but raw neither inrclpedofhisquickefaile; 
bat in the verity of extolment,! take him to be foule of a great ar- 
ticle, and hisinfufion of Inch dearth and rarenefle,as to make true 
di'ftion of him, bis femblableis his mirrour , and who elfe would 
trace him, his umbrage, nothing more. 

C««r. Your Lordfhip fpeakes moftinfallibly ofhim. 

H am. The concernancy fir, why do we wrap the Gentleman in 
oflr more rawer breath ? 

Cour. Sir. 

, Hora. is’t not polfible to underftand in another tongue , you 
Willdoe’t fir really. i 

t ^am. W hat imports the nomination of this Gentleman ? • 

^ ' ' Coftr,^ 
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TheTragedyofllSirnkt 

CoHr.Of Laertes? 

Hera. His purfe is empty alreadyjall’s golden WMds are Ipcntj 
Ham. Of him fir. 

Coar. I know you are not ignorant* 

‘ Ham. I would you did fir ; yet in faith if you did it would not 
much approve me ; well fir. 

{^our. You are ignorant of what excellence Laertes is. 

* Ham. I dare not confeffe that, left 1 fiiould compare with him 
in excellence ; but to know a man well were to know himfelfe. 

Conr. I meane fir for bis weapon , but in the imputation laid on 
him by them in his meed hee’s unfellowed* 

Ham. What’s his weapon? 

CoHr. Rapier and dagger. 

That’s two of his weapons ; but vyell. 

Cour, The King fir hath wager’d with him fixe Barbery horfes, 
againft the which he has impawn’d as I take it fix Trench Rapiers 
and Poniards, with their aflignes, as girdle, hanger, and lb : three 
of the carriages in faith are very deare to fancy, very refponfiveto 
the hilts,mort delicate carriages, and of very liberall conceit. 
//Ww. What call you the carriages? 

Hera, 1 knew you muft be edified by the margin ere you had 
done. 

Cetir. The carriages fir are the hangers. 

The phrafe would be more german to the matter if wee 
could carry a cannon by our fides, I would it might be hangers till 
then :but onJixxtBarbary horfes againft fixe Trench (words, their 
alfignes, and three liberall conceited carriages, that's the French 
bet againft the Danijh , why is this all you call it ? 

Cestr. The King fir, hath laid fir, that in a dozen pafles betweene 
yourfelfeandhimhefhallnoc exceed you three hits, he hath laid 
on twelve for nine, and it would come to immediate trialljifyour 
Lordftiip would vouchlafe the anfiver. 

/r<*w.Howif lanfwer no? 

Ceftr. I meane my Lord the oppofition ofyour perlbn in triall* 
Ham. Sir I will walke here in the hall,ifit pleaie hisMajeftie, 
it is the breathing time of day with me, let the foiles be brought, 
the Gentleman willing, and the King hold his purpofe, I will win 
for himand lean ; if not, I willgaine nothing but my fliameand 
the odde hits. ' 
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(prince cf Dtctraike. 

f^ear. Shall I deliver you lb ? 

To this efted^ fir, after what fionrilli yoor nature wifi. 
fear. I commend my duty to your Lordfliip. 

. // 4 W. Yours does well to commend it himfelfe, therearen© 
tongues elfc for his turne. 

jjora.lb^ Lapwing runs away with the fhell on bis head. 
Ham. A did lb fir with his dugge before a liickt it j thus has he 
many more of the lame breed that I know, the drolfie age dotes 
on, onely got the tune of the time, and out of an habit ofinconn- 
icr,akindeofmiftycplle(ftion, which carries them through and 
through the moft profane and trennowned opinions j and ooebne 
blow them to their triall, the bubbles are out. 

EnteraLerd. 

herd- My Lord, his Majeftie commended him to you by young 
Ofiricke>y^bo brings back to him that you attend him in the hall, 
he fends to know ifyourpleafureholdtoplay W\tbLaertesf>ttb»t 
you will take longer time ? 

Ham. lamconftanttomy purpofes, they follow the Kings 
plealure ; if his fitneffe Ipeaks, mine is ready,now or wbenlbcver, 
provided I be lb able as now. 

Lord. The King and Queen and all are comming downe. 

Ham. In happy time. 

Lord. T he ^een defires you to ufe fomegentle entertainment 
to before you goe to play. 

Ham. She well inftrudsme. 

You will loft: my Lord. 

. ^‘<».Idoenotthinkefo,fincehewentintoA'a'.ew#Ihavebjn 

in rontinuall pradice ; I lhall win at the oddes r’thou wouldft not 
thi J how ill all s here about my heait, but it is no matter. 

Nay good my Lordi 

waS? ■ ? ** f^I«y,but it is fuch^kind ofgame-giving as 

would perhaps troublea woman. & & b 

any thing obey it, llhallforeftall 
ttar repaire hither, and fay you are not fit. 

come it come, if it bee not to 

neffe ;* \ n ’ r ^ now, ifit be not now, yet it will come, the readi- 
> fincenoman of ought he leaves knowes what is’t to 

N leave 



The Tragedy of 

leave betimes, let be. 

A table prepared, Drums, Trumpets, and Offieert tsith cujbmi 
King,Queen,and aUthe fiate,fotles, daggers yUitd Laertes. ’ 
€®mc come, and takethis handfrom me. 

Ham. ©ive me your pardon fir, I have dbne you. wrong. 

But pirdoirt as you are a Gentleman : cbis^prelence knOvves, 
Andyciuinuft needs have heard how Tampunilbt 
With a fore diflradlion; what Ihavedone 

That might your nature, honour, and exception 
Roughlyawake, I hcreproclaime was madnefle. 

Waft’ t Harnlet mon^d Laertes I never Hamlet ; 

fromhimfelfc betaneawayi 
And when hee’s not himfelfe ^es wrong Laertes, 

Thtn Hamlet dsxsit not, Hamlet dtmts it 

Who does it then ? his madneffe : ift be lb, 
isof the faction that is wronged. 

His madiiefle is poore Hamlets enen^ ; 

Let my difclairaing from a purpos’d evill 
Free melb farre in your moft generous thoughts. 

That I have fhot my arrow ore the honle. 

And hurt my brother. 

Laer. lamlatisfied in nature, 

Whofemotivein this cafe fbould ftirre me moft 
To my revenge, but in my tearmesofhonour 

I ftand aIoofe,and will no reconcilement. 

Till by (bme elder Matters of knowne honour 
I havea voiceand prcfident ofpeace 
To my name ungor’d: but all that time 
I doe receive your offered love like love. 

And will not wrong it. 

H«.Iembraceit freely, andwill thrs’brothersvvagcr 
frankly play. ° 

Give us. the foiles; 

Laer . Come, one for me. 

Your skll lhall hkea ftarrei’chdarkiffnight 

Stjcke fiery ofFindced^ 

Laer. You mocke me fir. 



(Prince o/Deamarke. 

No by this hand. „ 

Xw.Give them the foi Is young Ofrickj cQfiBiHiiutr 
You know the wager. r ‘ . " , , 

Very welljjw Lord : 

Your Grace has laid the oddes a’5thVv!eakerifidc» 

I doe notfeftjccJt, il have feenyoo'bi^ 

But fince he is better we have themlbrCiOddra.- 
This is too heavie, let.mefeeartQthcf.! 

/frf.This likes me wel,thcfe foils haveiftlldflength 
0/r.Imy gopd.Lwdr . 

Kiag. Set me the ftoops of wine upoa the tabic j 

give the firftorfecond hit, v 

Orquit in anfwer of the third .exGhai^ 

Let all the battlementstheir Ordnance fire ; 

The King (hall drink to Hamlets betcechEOatha 
And in the cup an Onyx fhall he throw 
Richer than that which fourefiKceflive Brings 
In Demarks Crown have worn. Give me the cnpSa 
And let the Kettle to the Tnjmpccfpeake, 

The Trumpet to the Canoneer without. 

The Cannons to theheavens, the heavens.toeai!th* 

Now the KitKdrinkes.to^.««^f come begin, Trunspets 
And you foe Judges beace a warie eye. the whiU. 

Ham. Come on fir: 

Laer. Come my Lord. 

Ham. One.* 

Laer. No. 

Judgement. 

^rum,Trumpets,a»iM» 

Xcer. Well,againe. . FlouriJh,aFeecegeesof. 

s to thy health rgivehim the cup. 

C^T’ firft,Tet it byawfaile, 

'-ome, another hit, what % you 

Daer. I doe confeft. 

Our Tonne fhall win. 

He&'’ and fcanc of breath. 

amlet^ take my napkin, .wipe thy brbwes * 

* V7 ^ 



The 



The Tragedy o/ HamIct 

The Queen carowfcs to fortune Hamlet. 

Hn/w. Good Madam.* 

King- (jertrari doe not drinke. 

Qjtee. I will my Lord> I pray you pardon me. 

King. It is the poyfoned cup, it is too late. 

Ham. I dare not drinke yet Madam, by and by* 
Come,letmewi^ thyface, 

Latr. My Lord He hit him now. 

King. I doe not think’t. 

Laer. And yet it is almoft againft my conicience. 

Ham. Come, for the third Laertes yycn doe but dally^ 

I pray you pafle with your beft violence> 

I am fare you make a wanton of me. 

Lrffr.Say you lb ? come on. 

Oi?r. Nothing neither way. 

Zrf/r. Have at you now. 

King. Part them, they are incens’c,'' 

Nay come againe. 

Oflr. Looke to the Queen there ho, 

Hora. They bleed on both lides, how is’t my Lord ? 

Ofir. How is’t Laertes ? 

X.4f. Why as a woodcock to mine own Iprindge Ofirieke] 
I am juftly kill’d with mine owne treachery. 

How does the Queene ? 

She (wounes to fee them bleed, 

^«^.No,no,thedrink,the drink,0 my deare Hamlety 
1 he drinke, the drinke, I am poylbned. 

Ham O villaine ! ho let the doore be lockt. 

Treachery, fecke it out. 

Laer. It is here Hamlet ; thou art flaine. 

No medicinein the world can doe thee good. 

In thee there is not halfe an houres life. 

The treacherous inftrument is in thy hand. 

Unbated and envenom’d, the foule praaicc 
Hath turn d it felfe on me ; lo here I Jye 
Never to rife againe : thy mother’s poyfon’d, 

I am no more, the King, theKing’s to blame; 

■«;*.The point envenom’d too,then venom to thy w©rfc 



^rfftce of Dcnmarkc," 

Trealbn, treafon. 

jCing. O yet defend me friends, I am but hurti 
Uam. Here thou inceftuous damned Danty 
prinke off this potion ; is the Onyx here ? 

Follow my mother. ficlfe. 

Lae.BQ is juftly ferv’d, it is a poylbn temper’d by him- 
Bxchangc forgivenefle with me noble Hamlet ^ 

Mine and my fathers death come not upon thee, J 
Nor thine on me. 

Ham- Heaven make thee free of it, I follow thC2 : 

I am dead Horatio , wretched Queen adieu. 

You that looke pale and tremble at this chanee. 

That are but mutes w audience to this a<ff. 

Had I but time (as this fell Sergeant death- 
Is ftrift in his arreft) 01 could tell you ; 

But lecicbe: Horatio lam deidi 

Thou liveft, report me and my caufe aright 

Totheunlatisficd. 

Never bcleeve it, 

I am more an antique Leman than a JDan^, 

Here’s yet Ibme liquorlcft* 

JY-«w.Asth’art aman 



Give me the cup, let goc, by heaven He hav't : 

0 God Horatio what a wounded name. 

Things Handing thus unknown, lhall I leave behind me ? 

If thou didft ever hold me in thy heart 
Abfent thee from felicity a while. 

And in this harlh world draw thy breath in painc march a 

To tell my ftory : what warlike noife is this ? farre of. 

Enter Ofricke. 

^orrw^r^y/i.with conqueft come from FolanA 
in Embaffadors of gives this warlike volly. 

Ham. O I dye Horatio, 

Tne potent poylbn quite ore-growes my Ipirit j 

1 cannot live to hea-e the newes from England. 
utidoe prophefie the eleflion lights 

Crf ^ying voice, 

WJ himi with th’occurrents more and leffb 



Which 












TheTr<^eJ^0fHmikt . 

WBich have folicited : the reft in filence. i 

Jlora Nowrtracksaoobieheart^goodfni^fiweet 
And flight of Angekfifigds^taxi^^. ^nncet i .-;v. 

Why does the drurn coBioifcithet? ■ :: ' 

£fiur Fertinbrafe, with the Embafttdm. 
Por^.WhereiihthiSifi,^(? ' ^ 

Hor. Whatisipiy'(M3«V6uld.'&?mfIjiw3iJ3n=v:„ J: :nr; 

If ought of woe QRwdndacjjceafcywmi^ v irnfi-) 

For. This quarry cryes on havock : O proud J ' 

Whatfeaftis towarddh«hinffiinfernaUCdJ» . : 

Thatthoufo manyPjanae#at>aifliDt » V. V. ; 

Sobloudily haft ftmokid^ .. iiJ bn'sUq :^:!cc)i3i- b ^ r 

Embaf, The fight iddifiBsU4'i io -r.iT 

And our affaires from Eftgland 'Oim&to^litc, ^ 

The eares are fenfelefle that flrould^ives^us'hcarhig. d - ; 

To tel! him his commandementiismlfill’dlj ^ . . v : . . d . 

That %ofencratu And GiufMeMBerwsiC-^Cidt 3 > . t‘- ■ : ‘ 

Where fhould we have our thanks? .liFsht ^ ; *1 

7/or.Notfrom his mouth, « ii ' r v ' ■ - 

Haditth’abilityof lifetotihiaiikeyoa j r; 

He never gave commandement for theicdea£f), 

But fincefojumpe upon this bloody queftion ^ \ 

You from the Bol/4<^-.wa?&0nd yoa&emEuglaifd > • ->i ■ 
Are here arrived , give ordfiTtbatihefebodiBS 
High on aftagobepfarcdto the view, 

And let me fpeake to’th yecunknomng;V!«)rld 
How thefe things came about; fb, flnalljyfmhwte 
Pffrqelhbloodysiand urioftturallia^s,'- 
Ofaccidentall judgemcntSjrcafuaUfkugbteis, 

Ofdeaths put on by cunning,and fornocaule. 

And in thtf Hpfbotrpurpofesiruftcibke, 

Paine on thedowenobcs heads : aHcliuScaiii| T • ■ 

Truely deliver. , ‘ 

Fort. Let us h^fte to hcflEcit, 

And call the nobleft ' to the audience : 

For me, with Ibrrow I 'embiace my fortune, 

I have Ibme rights of memory friithis kingdome. 

Which now to claii|«ifiy vantage dothinvite me. 



.31; ; 

I • » . ; 
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(Pr/wtf 0/ DenmarkeJ 

fftr4. Of that I fliall have allb caufe to Ipeak, 

■ j^nd from his mouth whole voice will draw no more: 
But let this fame be prefently perform’d, 

Even while mens minds are wild, left more mifehance 
On plots and errors happen. 

Fort. Let foure Captaines 
Beare Hamlet like a Souldier to the ftage, 

For he was likely, had he been put on, 

T have prov’d moll royall : and for his paflage. 

The Souldiers mufick and the right of warre 
Speake loudly for him. 

Take up the bodies ; fuch a fight as this 
Becomes the field, but here ftiewes much amifle. 
Goebid the Souldiers fhoot. exeunt. 



FINIS, 
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